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The Duke of Feme. - ^ 1 

Merochut , a Prince , and a Sutor to Ptrtia. IT? (fa 
The Prince of dragon , Sutor alfo to Portia.^ fa 



Bajf mo, an Italian Lord, Sutor like wife to Portia,^! 
Antbonio, a Merchant of Venice, y— — TnTihti 

SaUrinOj y 

S alamo, ? Gentlemen of Venice , and Cornpa- 0 ' 1 ' 
Grattans, r nions with Bajfanio, *?£*»*,. 

Lorenfo, ^ pcr9^j*\ 

Sky lock, the rich Iew,and Father of IeJ?tca,*rrf' jxX 
Tub nil, a lew, Shilocks Friend. ^ j 

Portia, the rich Italian Lady. ofa $0 
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The Comical 1 Hiftory of the Mer- 
chant of Venice. 



Antb, 




Enter lAnthonio, SaUrino, and S alamo. 

.N footh I know not why I am fo fad. 

It wearies me, you fay it wearies you ; . 
But how I caught it,foundit,or cameby it. 
What ftuffe tis made of, whereof it is borne, 
Iamtolearnc: 

And fuch a want-wit fadneffe makes of me. 

That I have much adoe to know my lelre. 

Sal nr. Your mind is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly fayle, 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Doe over-peere the pettie-traffiquers, 

Thatcourfie to them doc them reverence. 

As they flic by them with their woven wings. 

Salan. Beleeve me fir,had I fuch venture forth. 

The better part of my affe&ions would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I fhouldbe ftill 
Plucking the graffe to know where fits the vvinde. 

Prying in Maps for Ports, and Peeres,and Rodes : 

And every objedt that might make me feare 
Mif- fortunes to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Salar. My wind cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a wind too great might doe at fca, 

I fhould not fee thefandie houre-glaffe runne. 

But I fhould thinke of Shallowesandof Flatts, 

And fee my wealthy ^Andrew docksin fand, 

Vayling her high top lower then her ribs, 
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The ComteaU Hi fork of 

To kifle her buriall j fhould I goe to Church, 

And lecthe holy edifice of ftone, 

And not bethinke me ftraight of dangerous rocks 
Which touching bur my gentle Vcms fide, 

Wouid fcattcr all herfpices on theftreame, 

Enroabe the roaring water With'my hikes/ 

And in a word,bu,t even now worth this. 

And now worth’ nothing. Shall I have thethought 
Tothinke on this, and fhall I lackc the thought & 

That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me lad ? 

But tell not me, I' know nAnthonio 
Is lad to tbinkc upon his merchandize. 

Anth. Beleevc me no, I thanke my fortune for it 
My ventures are not in one bottomc milled. 

Nor to one place; norismy wholeeftate 
Vpon the fortune of this prefent yearc : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad, 

Sala. Why then you are in love. Anth. *Fi» fie 

Sal. Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Becaufe you are not merry ; and t were as eafic 
For you to laugh and leap;, and fay you are merry 
Beeaufeyouarenotfad. Now by two-headed I onus 
Nature hath fram’d ftVangcfcIIowesin her time • * 
Same that will evermore peepe through their eyes. 
And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpiper. 

And other of fuch Vineger afpeft. 

That they’I not Ihew their teeth in way of fmife 
Though Nefior fwearethe /eft be laughable. 

Enter BajfanioyLorenfo, and (jratiano. 

Sala. Here comes Baffanio your irioft noble kinfman, 
qratiaHo, and Lerenfo. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company. 

SaLn. I would haveftaid till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Anth, Your worth is very deare in my regard. 

I take it your ownebufineffc calls on you. 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Solar. Good morrow my good Lords. 




' 
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the OWer chant of Venice. 

‘Baff. Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? lay, when ? 
You crow exceeding Grange : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Weclc make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

Exeunt SaIat in and SaIakiq 

Lor. My Lord Bafanio, fince you have found Anthonie . 

We two w ill leave y ou, but at dinner time 
I pray you havein minde wherevve muft meete. 

* Bat Ivvillnotfaileyou. 

Cra. Youlooke not well fignior %/f nthonio. 

You have too much refpeft upon the world : 

They loofe it that doc buy it with much care, 

Beleeve me you are mervelloufly chang’d. 

zAnt. I hold the world but as the world, Grataino, 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole, 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come 
And let my liver rather heate with wine 
Then my heart^coole with mortifying groanes. 

'Vyhy fliould .a man whofe blood is warme within, 

Sit like l*s,Granafire, cut in Alablafter : 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into the launches 
By being peevilh ? I tell thee what oAnthonio, 

I love thee, and tis my love that fpeakes : 

There area fort of men whofevifages 
Doe creame and mantle like a Handing Pond, 

And doe a wilfull ftilnefle entertaine, 

W ith purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Gfvvifdome, gravitie, profound eonceir. 

As who ftiould lay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 

O my tAnthonie I doe know of thele 
That therefore onely are reputed wife 
For faying nothing ; when I am very furc 
If they fliould fpeakc, would alraoft dant thofe cares. 

Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

Butfilh not with this melancholy baite 




For 
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The Comicall Hifierie of 

For this fooleGudgin,this Opinion : 

Come geod Lorenfo , fare yc well awhile, 
lie end my Exhortation after dinner. 

Well, we will leave you then till dinner time, 



Loren, 

I muft be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men. 

For Gratiavo never lets mefpeake. 

Gra. Wei 1 , k cepe me company but t w o y earcs moe, 

Thou (halt not know the found of thine ownetongue. 

Ant. Fare you well, lie grow a talker for this geare, 

Cjra. Thanksyfaith, for (ilence is onely cotni 
In a neats tonguedried,and a mayd not vendible, 
iAnt. It is that any thing now. 

Tajf. Cjratiano fpeakes an infinite dcale of nothing more then 
any man in all Venice ; his reafons are as two graines of wheat hid 
in two bufhels of chaffe: you fhal feeke all day ere you find them, 
and when you have them, they are not worth the icarch. 

Ant. Well,tell me now what Lady is the fame. 

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage. 

That you to day promis’d to tell me of. 



Exeunt, 



Baf. Tis not unkno wnc to you tACnthonio, 

How much I have diffabled mine eftate. 

By fomething fhovving a niorc fwelling port, « 
Than my faint meancs would grant continuance : 

Nor doe I now make moane to be abridg’d 
From fuch a noble rate, but my chiefecare 
Is to come fairely off from the great debts. 

Wherein my time fomething too prodigall 
Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonio, 

I owe the moll in money and in love. 

And from your love I have a vvarrantie 
To unburthen all my plots and purpofes. 

How to geccleareof all the debts I. owe. 

Ant. I pray you good Bajfanio let me know it, 

And if it {land as you your lelfe ftilldoe. 

Within the eye of honour, be affur’d, 

My purfc, my perfon, my extreameft meancs 
Lyeall unlockt to your occafions. 

Ba f. In my Schools daics,when I l ad loft one fhaft, 
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I Ihothis fellow of the lelfe fame flight 
The felfc fame way, with more advifed watch. 

To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 

I oft found both : I urge this child-hood proofe, 
Becaufe what followes is pure innocence. - 
I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth 
That which I owe is loft; but if you pleafe 
To fhoot another arrow that fclfe way 
Which you did fhoot the firft, I doe not doubt. 

As I will watch the ay me, or to find both. 

Or bring your latter hazzard backeagaine. 

And thankefully reft debter for the firft. 

An. You know me well, and herein fpend but time 
To winde about my love with circumftance. 

And out of doubt you do me no w more wrong 
In making queftion of my uttermoft 
Then if you had made waft of all I have : 

Then dee but fay to me what I ihould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done. 

And I am preft unto it : therefore fpeake. 

Bajf. In 'Belmont is a Lady richly left. 

And fhc is faire, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertucs; fometimes from her eyes 
I did receive faire fpeechlcffe meffages : 

Her name is Tortia, nothing undervaliew’d 
To fates daughter, Brutus Portia, 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the fourc winds blow in from every coaft 
Renowned Tutors, and her funny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece. 

Which makes her kutof'Belmont Cholcbet ftrond, 
And many Iafons come in queft of her. 

0 my %A ntbonio, had I but the meancs 
To hold a rivall place with one of them, 

1 have a minde prefages me fuch thrift 
That I ftiould queftionl Ife be fortunate. 

Anth. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at fea 
Neither have I money, nor commoditic 
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The Comic all Hi farie of 

To raile a prefent lumme ; therefore goe forth. 

Trie what my credit can in Venice doe, 

That fhall berackteven to theuttermoft, 

T o furnifh thee to Belmount to fairc Portia. 

Goe prefently enquire, and fo will I, 

Where money is, and I no queftion make 

To have it of my truft, or for my fake. Exeunt. 

Enter Portia with her wating- woman T^errijfa, 

Tor. By my troth Nerriffa, my little body is aweary of this 
great world. 

7^er. You would be,fwcet Madam, if your miferies were in 
the fame aboundanccas your good fortunes are : and yet for ought 
I fee, they are as fick that furfeit with too much, as they that ftarve 
with nothing ; it is no meane happines therefore to be leated in 
the meane, fuperfluitie comes fooner by white haires, but compc- 
tcncie lives longer. 

Tor. Good fentences, and well pronounc’d. 

Ner. They wouldbe better if well follow’d. 

Tor. I f to do were as eafie as to know what were good to do, 
Chappcls had bcene Churches, and poore menscottages Princes 
Pallaces, it is a good divinethat folio wes his owne inftruftions,! 
can eafier teach twenty vvhat were good to bedonc,thento be one 
of the twenty to follow mine own teaching : the braine may de- 
viie la wes for the blood, but a hote temper leapesorcacoldde« 
crce, fuch a hare is madnes the youth, to skip ore the me flies of 
good counfell the cripple ; butthis reafoning is not in the fafliion 
to choofe me a husband, 6 mee the word choofe, I may neither 
choofe who I would, nor refufe who I diflike,fo is the wil ofaly- 
ving daughter curbd by the will of a dead father : is it not hirde 
Nerrijja, that I cannot choofe one, nor refufe none. 

Ner: Your Father was ever vertuous, and holy men at their 
death h ave good infpirations, therefore the lottry that he hath de- 
vifed in thefe three chcfts of gold, filver,and leade,v thereof who 
chooi'es his meaning choofes you, will no doubt never be cholen 
by any rightly, bur one who you fhall rightly love : But vvhat 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of thefe Princely 
futers that arc already come ? 
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Tor I pray thee over-name them, and as thou nameft them, 1 
w ill deferibe them, and according to my defeription, levsllat 

my affe&ion. . . 

W. Firft there Is the ^etfolitaue Prince 

rpor. I , that’s a colt indeed , for he doth nothing but talke of 
his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation to his owne good 
parts, that he can ibooe him himfelfe : l am much afear d my La- 
die his mother plaid falle with a Smith. 

Ner. Then is there the Countie Talentine. 

for. He doth nothing but ffowne (as who Ihould fay ,and you 
will not have me, choofe; he hearcs merry tales and fmiles not; I 
feare hee will prove the weeping Philofophet when hce gro wes 
old being fo full of unmannerly fadneffe in his youth.) I had ra- 
ther be married to a Deathf-head with a bone in his mouth , than 
to either of thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monnfier Le Boune ? 

Tor. God made him, and therefore let him paffe for a man, in 
truth I know it is a fin to be a mocker , but hce , why hec hath a 
horfe better than the Neapolitans, a better bad habite of frowning 
than the Count Talentine, he is every man in no man ; if a Traffell 
ling, he ftraight fals a capering; he will fence with his owne fha- 
dow. If I fliould marry him, I fhould marry twenty husbands : 
if he would defpife me , I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madneffe, I fhall never requite him . 

Ner. What fay you then to Fanconbridge , the young Baron 
of England f 

Tor. You know I fay nothing to him , for he underftands not 
me, nor I him: he hath neither Latine, French, nor Italian, and you 
will come into the Court , and fweare that I have a poore penny- 
worth in the Englifh : he is a proper mans pidhire, but alas,wno 
can converfe w ith a dumbe fhow ? how odly he is futed, I thinke 
he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hole in France, his bon- 
net in Germanic, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What thinke you of the Scottifh Lord his neighbour ? 

Tor. That he hath a neighbourly charitie in him , for he bor- 
rowed a box of the eare of the Englifhman , and fwore he would 
pay him againc when he was able : I thinke the Frenchman be- 
came his Suretie , and feal’d under for another. 

m b *«■. 
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Ner. Ho w like you the young Germaine, the Duke of Saxe, 
nies nephew? • ' 

For. Very v'ildly in the morning when hee is fober, and moft 
videly in the afternoone yvhen he is drunke : when he is beft,hc is 
a little vvorfe then a man, and when he is worft he is little better 
then a beaft, and the worft fall thatever fell, I hope I fhall make 
iliift to goe without him. 

Ner. If he fhould offer to choofe, and choofe the right Casket 
you fhould refufe to performe your Fathers will, if you fhould 
refufe to accept him. 

For. Therefore for feare of the worft, I pray thee feta deepe 
glaffe of Reynifh wine on the contrary Casket, for if the Devill 
be within, and that temptation without, I know.he will choofe 
it. I will doe any thing Nerrtjfa ere I wil be married to a fpunge, 

Ner. You neede not feare Lady the having any ofthefe Lords,, 
they have acquainted me with their determinations, which is in- 
deed to returneto their home,, and to trouble yod with no more 
fute, unlcffe y ou may be wonne by fbmc other fort then your Fa- 
thers impofition, depending on the Caskets. 

For. If I live to be old as Sibilla, I will die as chafte as Dim, 
unleffe I be obtained by the manner of my Fathers will: I am glad 
this parcel 1 of woers arefo reafonable,for there is not one among 
them but I doat.on his very abfence : and I pray God grant them 
a faire departure. 

N er. Doe you not remember Lady,in your Fathers time, a Ve- 
netian, a Schollerand a Souldier that came hither in company of 
the Marqueffe ofAfounefirrat ? 

For. Yes, yes, it was Bajfanio.ns I thinkefo was he call’d. 

Ner. True Madam, heofall the men that ever my foolifheies 
look’d upon, was the beft deferving a faire Ladie. 

For. I remember him wel, & I remember him worthy of thy 
How now, what newes ? (praife. 

inter a Servingman. ■ 

Ser. The fourc ftrangers feeke for you Madam, to take their 
leave : and there is a fore-runner come from a fi ft, the Prince of 
Mor oeo, who brings word the Prince his Maftcr will be here to 
night. 

For, If I could bid thefift welcome with fo good heart as I 

. - , ~ ■ “/ ■ r can 
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„ KH the other foure farewell,! fhould be glad ofhis approach: 
ifkhavethc condition ofa$aint,and th 5 complexion 
T had rather he fhould fhrive me then wive me. Come TJernQx. 

firragoe before : whiles we fhm the gate upon one wooer, ano : 

thcr knocks a with Shiloeke the Jew, 

Shy. Three thoufandDucates, well. 

Baf. I fir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, well. , 

•Baf, For the which as I told you, Anthomo {hall be bound. 
Shy. Anthonio { hall be come bound, well. 

Baf. May you fted me ? Will you pleafure me ? 

Shall I know your anfwcr. 

Shy, Three thoufand Ducats for three months, 
and %A*tthonio bound . 

Baf* Your anfwcr to that. Shy* AnthovAo is a good man. 
Baf. Haveyou heard any imputation s thcconfrary . 

Shy. Ho no, no, .no, np : my meaning in faying hee is a good 
man, is to haveyou underftand mee that hee is fufficient, yet his 
meanes are in fuppofition : he hath an Argofie bound to Tripolts, 
another to the Indies, I underftand moreover upon the Ryalta, hee 
hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ventures 
he hath fquandred abroad, but Ships arc but boardes, Saylers but 

men, there be land Rats, and water Rats, water Theeves, and 
land Theeves, I meane Pyrats, and then there is the perill of wa- 
ters, windes, and Rockes: the man is notwithftanding fufnei- 



Baf. Be affur’d you may. 

lew. I will be aflur’d I may : and that I may be affur’d, I will 
bethinke me, may I fpeake with Anthonio ? 

“Baf. Ifitpleafeyoutodine withus. 

lew. Yes, to fmell Porke,to eate ofthe habitation which your 
Prophet theNazarit conjured thedevil into: I wil buy with you, 
fell with you,talkc with you,walke with you, and fo following: 
but I will not eate with you,drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Rialto, who is he comes heere ? 

Baf. This is fignior Anthonio. Enter zAnthonio. 

Jew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 

B 2 1 hate 
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I hate him , for he is a Chriftian : 

But more , for that in low fimplicitie 
He lends out money gratis , and briugs.downc 
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip , 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I beare him. 

He hates our facred Nation , and he railes , 

Even there where Merchants moft doe congregate 
On me, my bargaincs , and my well-won thrift^ 

Which he cals Intereft : Gurfed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. Batf. Shylocke. doe you heare ?. 

Shyl. I am debating of my prefent ftore. 

And by the neere gueffe of my memorie, 

I cannot inftantly raife up the grofle 

Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 

Tub all a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me ; butfoft, how many months 
Doc you defire ? Reft you fairc good Signior , 

Your worfhip was the laft man in our mouthes. 

lAnt. Shylocke, albeit I neither lend nor borrow. 

By taking nor by giving of exceffe. 

Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend , 

He breake a cuftome : is he yet pofTeft 
How much ye would ? Shyl. I, I, th r « thoufind ducats 
And tor three months. 

* 1 had for g<*> three months, you told me fo. 
Well then, your Bond : and letme fee, butheareyoii. 

Me thoughtyou laid , you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage. Ant. I doe never life it. 

Shyl. When Iacob. graz'd LhVnde Lab am Sheepe ; . 

1 Ins lacob from our holy islbram- was 

wife Mother wrought in his behaifej 
The. third Poffelfor ; I , hee was the third. 

*Ant. And what of him , did he take Intereft ? 

tv- ^i* n °t ta ^ e Intereft, not as you would fay 

Diredtly Intereft ; marke what lacob did , 

When Laban and himfelfe was compremiz’d, 

• • • landings vvhich were ftreak'tand pied 
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Should fall as Jacobs hire , the Ewes being ranke 
In end of Autumnc, turned to the Rammcsj 
And when the worke of generation was 
Betweene thefe woolly breeders in the a# , 

The skilfitll Shepherd pyl’d me certaine wands ; 

And in the doing of the deed of kinde , 

He ftucke them up before the fulfome Ewes , 

Who then conceaving , did ill eaning time 

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were Jacobs. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft : 

And thrift is Blefling , if men ftcale it not. 

vint. This was a venture Sir, that lacob ferv’d for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to pafle. 

But fwaid and fafhion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this inferted to make Intereft good 

Or is your gold and filver, Ewes and Ranimes ? 

Shyl. I cannot tell , I make it breed as fall ; 

But note mee Signior. 

eAnt. Marke you this, ‘Baffanio, 

The Devill can cite Scripture for his purpole ; 

An evill foule producing holy witnelTe, 

Is like a villains with a fmiling checke , 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 

O what a goodly out-fide Falfhood hath ! 

Shyl. Three thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round Sum, 
Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 
Ant. W ell Shylocke, fhall we be beholding to you ? 
Shyl, Signior Anthonio , many a time and oft, 

In the Ryalto , you have rated mec 
About my monies and my ufauces , . 

Still have I borne it with a- patient ihrug: 

( For fuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe ) 

You call me mii-beleevcr , cut-throat dog , 

And fper upon my Jewifh gaberdine. 

And all for ule of that vvhich is mine owne. 

Well then , it now appeares you need my help: ;• 

Goe to then, you come to me, and you lay , 

Shylocke , we would have monies, you lay fo ; . 

B 3 
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You that did voyd your rhume uponfoy -beard; -dr 

And foot me as you fpurneaftranger curre C- U:l ;j 

Over your threshold : moneyes is your fute j 
Wliat fhould I fay to you ? Should I not fay. 

Hath a Dog money ? is if poffible, 

A Curre can lend three thoufand Ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, andin a bondsmans key, 

With bated breath, and whimpering humbleneffe 
Say this : Faire{Ir,you fpct on me on Wednefday laft, 

Y ou fpurn’d me fuch a day another time, 

You call’d me Dogge : and for thefe curtefies 
lie lend you thus much monies. . 

Ant. I am as like to call thee Co againe, 

To fpet on the againe, to fpurne thee to. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends : for when did friendfhip take 
A breed for barren mettall of his friend ? 

But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 

Who if hec breake, thou mayft with better face 

Exart the penalty. Shy. Why lookeyou how you {forme, 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 

Forget the fhames that you have ftain’d me with. 

Supply your prefent wants , and take no doy t 
Of Vfance for my moneyes, and youle not heare me : 

This is kind I offer. Ant. This were kindneffe. 

Shy. This kindneffe will I fhew : 

Goe with mee to a Notarie, fcale me there 
Your fingle Bond, and in a merry fport. 

If you repay me not on fuch a day. 

In fuch a place, fuch fummeor fummes as are 
Expreft in the Condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an cquall pound 
Of your faire flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleafeth me. 

Ant. Content infaith, lie feale to fuch a Bond, » 

And fay there is much kindneffe in the Jew. 

Bajf. You fliall not fealetofucha Bond forme, 
lie rather dwell in my needfitje. 

tAnt. Why 
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„ t . Why feare not man, I will not forfeit it : 

Within thefe two months, that’s a month before 
This Bond expires, I doe expert returne 
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond. 

Shy . O father nAbram, what thefe Chrifcians are. 

Whole 0 wne hard dealings teaches them fufpert 
The thoughts of others : Pray you tell me this, 
if he lhould breake his day, what fhould I gains 
By the exart ion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans flefh taken from a man. 

Is not fo eftimable, profitable neither. 

As flefh of Muttons, Beefes,or Goates; I fay, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip: 

* jf fee will take it, fo, il not ,adiew. 

And for my love Ipray you wrong me not. 

tAnt. Yes Shyloche, I will feale untojthis Bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, 

Give him dirertion for this merry Bond, 

And I will goe and purfe the Ducats ftrair, 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull guard 
Of an unthriftie knave, and prefently 
He be with you. Exit. Ant. Hiethce gentle Jew. 

The Hebrew will turne Chrjftian, he gro wes kinde. 

Bajf. I like not faire termcs,nnd a villaines minde. 

Ant. Come on, in this there can be no difmay, 

My fhips come home a month before the day. Exeunt 

Enter Morochus,* tawny Moor e all in white , and three j>rfn 

followers accordingly, with Pbr£ia,Nerriffa,e£ their traine. 

Udoroc. Miflike me not for my Complexion, 

The lhadowed Livery of the burnifht Sunne, 

To whom lama neighbour, and neere bred. 

Brfog me the fayreft Creature North- ward borne, 

Where Thabus firefcarce thawesthe ylicles, 

And let us make incifion for your love, 
t ° ?f°i VC w k°fo blood is reddeft, his or mine, 
f tell thee Lady, this afpert of mine 
Hath foar d the valiant; (by my Love I fweare) 



,\W 





The Comic till Hiftork of 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime 
JIave lov'd it too : I would not change this hue , 

Except to ftealc your thoughts , my gentle Queene. 

Tor. In termes of choile , I am not folely led 
By nice direction of a Maidens eyes : 

Befides , the Lotterie of my Deftinic 
Bars me the right of voluntary choofing. 

But if my Father had not fcanted mee , 

And hedg’d me by his wit , to yeeld my felfe 
His wife, who wins me by that meanes I told you j 
Your felfe (renowned Prince) then ftood as fairc 
As any commer I have look’d on yet , 

For my affedtion. Mor. Even for that I thank yog. 
Therefore I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Sy mit are 
That flew the Sophy , and a Perfian Prince, 

That won three fields of Stilt an Solyman ; 

I would ore-ftarethefterneft eyes that looke. 

Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the earth , 

Plucke the young fucking Cubs from the fhe-Bcare; 

Yea , mock the Lyon when a rores for pray. 

To win the Lady. But alas , the while 
If Hercttlet and Lychat play at dice. 

Which is the better man , the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is a Alcides beaten by his rage , 

And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me, 

Mifle that which one un worthier may attaine. 

And die with grieving. Tor. You mud take your chancy 
And either not attempt to choofe at all , 

Or fweare before you choofe, if you choofe wrong , 

Never to fpeakq to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis’d. 

(Mor. Nor will nor, come, bring me unto my chance. 

Tor. Firft, forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazzard fhall be made. 

or. Good fortune then, 

To mak e me bleft or curfcdftamongft men. 









— 
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Enter the Glowne alone, 

florne Certainly, my confcience will ferveme to run&efrom 
this Ie we rny Matter : the fiend is at my elbow, and temps me, 
favine to m Uobbe, Lamcelet Iobbe, good Lancelot .or good lobbe, 
1 eo od Lamcelet lobbe, ufe your legges, take the ftarc, runne a- 
wav- my confcience fayes no , take heede honeft Lamcelet, take 
heede honeft Iobbe, or as afore-faide honeft Lamcelet Iobbe, doe 
not ranne,fcorne running with thy heeles ; well, the moft coragi- 
ous fiend bids me packed fayes the fiend, a way fayes the fiend, 
for the heavens roufe up a brave minde fayes the fiend, and runne ; 
well, my conference hanging about thenecke of my heart, fayes 
very wifely to me : my honeft friend Lamcelet being an honeft 

mans fonne, or rather an honeft womans fonne; forindeedemy 

Father didfomething fmacke, fomething grow to ; he had a kind 
oftaft;wefl,my confcience fayes Lamcelet bouge not, bouge fayes 
the /Tend, bouge not fayes my confcience; confcience, fay I, you 
counfell well, fiend, fay I, you counfell welf,to be rul’d by my con- 
fcience, I fhould flay with the Iewe my Matter, (who God blefle 
themarke)isakirtdeof devill j and to runne away from the lew 
I fhould be ruled by the fiend, who faying your reverence is the 
devill himfelfe : certainly the lew is the very devili incarnation, 
and in my confcience, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confci- 
encc, to offer to counfaile me to ftay with the Iewe, the fiend 
gives the more friendly counfaile : 1 will runne fiend , mjrbeeles 
areatyeurcommandement,I will runne. 

Enter old (yobbo with a basket, 

gobbo. Mafter young-man , you I pray yon, which is the way 
to matter Iewes? 

Lamcelet. O heavens, this is my true begotten Father,who be- 
ing more then fand blinde, high gravell blinde,knewes me not ; I 
will try cor.fufions with him. 

Gobbo. Matter young Gentleman,! pray you which is the way 
to Mafter Iewes. 

Lamcelet Turne up ©n your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the very next 
turning turne of no hand, but turne down indireftly to the Iewes 
noufe, 

C Gobbo 



- 




Tfre Cmicall HiJlme ef 

Gob . Be Goasfonties ’twill be a bard way to hit, caa you teli 
me whether on tLamcelet thatdwels with him,dwcllwith bi m 
or ro. 

Launcelet. Taikc you'of young Mafter Launcelet, marke mee 
nowe, now will I raife, the waters; talke.you of young Mafter 
Launcelet . 

Gobbo. No Mafter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his Father 
though I %’t is an-boneft exceeding poore man, and God bet 
thanked welt to live. 

Lame.. W ell, let his Father be what a will, we talkc ofyoung 
Mafter Launcelet. . . 

Gob. Your worihipfftijeRd and Lauflieist fir. . 

Lauuff But l£ray Xou>wg<? ? 0 ld man/rgeylbefeech you, talkc 
you of young Mafter Lauttceletl as'. . 

(Sob. Of B<»w^f^fcfl^ilpleafeyojaryror(hi^ 

Lame. Ergo, Mafter Launcelet, talkc not of Mafter Lamcefo 
Father, for the young , Gentleman according to Fates and Debt. 
nics, and fuch odd fayings,che.S|fters thr€? ? .and fuch Ranches of 
learning.is indeede deceased, or as you would fay in plaipe tennei, 
gone to heaven. • , . _ , 

gob. Marry, God forbid, the boy was the very ftaffe of my 
age, my very prop. 

Lame. Doe fjlqoke like acudgell,OT}i{h©yell poft,a ftaffe,or 
aprop:. doe yquirnow meF-ather? . 

Gobbo. - Alacke the day, I-knowe you riot young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell mee, . is toy boy, God reft his foule, ajiveor 
dead. 

Lame. Doeyou : Bpt know me Father ? , • 

* Gob. Alack fir I am Sand-blind, I know you apt. . 

Launcelet. Nay,indcedeif you had your eyes you might fane 
of the knowing of me : it is a wife Father that knowes his owne 
' childe. Well, old man, J will tell you newesofyour Sonne, give 
mee your blclfing, truth will come to light, murder cannot bee 
hidde long, a mans Sonne may, but in the ende, truth will 

gobbo. Pray, you fir ftand up, I am fure you are not Lauacek 
sny boy. 

Lsmee, Pray you let’s have no more fooling, about it, but gw* 












- 
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Vburblefling : I am Launcelet ymt boy that was, your fonae 
your chilSe that (ball be. 

mwL 

Launcelet the Iewes man, and I am fure Mar gene your wife is my 

m °Gob’ Her name is Margerie m deede,ilebefWorne,ifthoube 
Launcelet, thou art mine owne flefh and blood : Lord wor fhipt 
mseht he be, what a beard haft thou got;thou haft got more haire 
on thv cbinne,thcn Dobbin my phil-horie has on his taile. 

lime. It ftiould feemc then that Dobbins taile* growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his taile then I have of my 

fscc when I laft law him. , , . . 

Gob Lord how art thou changd : how doft thoa and thy Ma- 
fter agree, I have brought him a prefent ; how gree you now ? 

Lame. Well, well, but for mine own part, as l have fet up my 
reft torun away, fo I will not reft till! havemnne feme ground; 
my Matter’s a very Iewe, give him a prefent, give him a halter, I 
am famifht inhis fcrvice. You may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs ; Father I am glad you are come, give me your prelentto 
one Matter Ba fanU, who indeede gives rare new Ly veries, ir I 
fervenothim, I will runneas farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, for lamalewcit I 
ferve'thc Iewe any longer; 

Enter Bajjanio with a follower or two. 

Baf. You may doe fo,bat let it be fo hafted that fupper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiuc of the clockerfee thefe Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to making, and defire Gratiano to come anone io 
my lodging. 

Lame. To him Father. 

gob. God blefle your worfhip. 

Buff. Gramercie, wouldft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Hecre’s my Sonae / fir,a poore boy. 

Lame. Not a poore boy fir,but the rich lews man, that would 
fir, as my Father ftiall fpecific. 

Gob. He hatlr a great infedion fir, as one would lay to ftrve. 
Lam. Indeede the (hort and the loag is, I ferve the lew, and 
have a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 



C a 



Gob . 
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Gob, His Matter and he (faving your worfhips reverence) at* 
fcarce catercofins* 

Latin. To be briefe, the very truth is, that the lew having done 
me wrong, doth caufe me as my father being I hope an old man 
fhall frutinc unto you. 

gob. I have hecrc a difh of Doves that I would bellow upon 
your worfhip, and my fate is. 

Latin. In very briefe, the fait is impertinent to my felfe,as your 
worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man, and though I fay it 
though'old man, yet poore man my Father. 

£af One fpeake for both, what would you ? 

Lam. Serve you fir. 

Gob . That is the very deleft of the matter fir. : 

Baf. J know thee well, thou haft obtain’d thy fute, 

Shylocke thy Matter fpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferd thee, if it bee preferment 
To leave a rich levves fervice, to become 
The follower of fb poore a Gentleman. 

Clowne. The old proverb is very well parted between my Ma- 
tter Shylocke and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, and h« 
hath enough. 

Baf Thou fpeakft it well } goe Father with thy Sonne, 
Take leave of thy old Matter, and enquire 
My lodging out: give him a Livery 
Moregarded then his fellowes : fee it done. 

flowne. Father in, I cannot get a fervice, no, 1 have nere a tong 
in my head .* well , if any man in Italy have a fayrer table which 
doth otter to fweare upon a booke, I fhall have good fortune; go 
too, heere’s a fimple lyne of life, heeres a fmall trifle of wives, a- 
las, fifteene wivcais nothing ; a kven widdowc3 and nine maides 
is a fimple comming in for one man, and then to fcape drowning 
thrice, and to be in perriil ofmy life with the edge of a featherbed 
here are fimple fcapes : well, if Fortune be a woman fhe’s a good 
wench for this gere : Father come, He take iny leave of the lew in 
the twinkling. Exit Clowne. 

Baf. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Thtfe things being bought and orderly bellowed , 

Returne in haft, for I doe fcaft to night 

" - ~ - - My 

; 





the CMerchant of Venice. 

. C My ^efl end eav o urs 5 fha 1 1 be done herein. Exit Leon'. 
Enter gratiano. 

Gra. Where’s your Matter ? Leonar. Yonder fir he walkes. 
Grati. Signior Bajfanio. Baf gratiano. 

Gra. Ihaveafuittoyou. Baf. You have obtaind it. 

Gra. You mutt not deny me, I mutt goe with you to B elvtent. 
r VVby then you mutt, but heare me gratiano, 

Thou art to wild, to rude, and bold of voice, 

Parts chat become thee happily enough, 

And in fuch eyes as ours appeare not faults: 

But where thou art not known , why there they fhow 
Something too liberall; pray thee take paine 

To allay with fome cold drops of modeftie 

Thy skipping fpirit, leaft through thy wild behaviour 

I be mifeonftred in the place I goe to. 

And lofe my hope. Gra. SignfovB ajfanio, heare me. 

If I dee not put on a fober habite, 

Talke with refpeft, and fweare but now and then, 

VVeare prayer bookes in my pocket, look e demurely, 

Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay Amen : 

Vie all the obfervance of civility. 

Like one well ftudied is a fad oflent 
Topleafehis Grandam, never truft me more. 

Baf. V Veil, we fhall fee your bearing . 

Gra. Nay, but I barre to night, you fhall not gage me 
By what we doe to night. Baf. No, that were pitcy, 

I would intreat you rather to put on 
Yourboldeft fute of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpofe merriment : but fare you well, 

Ihavefomebufincs. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenfo&nd the reft, 

But we will vifit you at {upper time. Exeunt.. 

Enter lejftca and the Clowne, 

Ief. Iam forry thou wilt leave my Father fb, 

• Our houfe is hell; and thou a merry Devill, 

, C 3 Didft 
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Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefle ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducate for.chee. 

And Launcelet, foone at flipper ftult thou fee 
Lorenfo, who is thy new Matters guett. 

Give him this Letter, doe it fecretly. 

And fo farewell •• I would not have my JFather 
See me in talke with thee. 

C lorv ne.> Adie W, teares exhibit my tongue, moft beautifeHp. 
gan, moft fweet lewe ; if a Chriftian dee not play the Knaveai! 
get thee, I am much deceived; but adie w, thefc foolifr drot 
doe femething drowne my manly fpirit : adiew. exit, 

Ief. Farewell good Launcelet. 

Alackc, what heinous finne is it in me 
To be a/ham’d to bee my Fathers child. 

But though lama daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : 6 Lorenfo , 

If thou keepc promife I fhall end this ftrife. 

Become a Chriftian and thy loving wife. Exit, 

Enter Gratiano , Lorenfo , Salary no, and Salanio, 

Loren. Nay, we will flinke away in Supper time, 

Difguife us at my lodging, and returne all in an houre. 

Grat. W e have not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not fpokc us yet of Torch-bearers. 

Salan, Tis vile unlefle it may be quaintly ordered, 

And better in my minde not undertook e. 

Loren. Tisnowbutfoureof clocke, we have two houres 
To furnifh vs ; fiicndLauncelet what’s the ne wes. 

Enter Launcelet. 

Launcelet. And it fhall pleafeyon to breake up this, it fhall 
feeme to fignifie. 

Loren, i know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand. 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 

Is the faire hand that writ. Grat. Love, newes in faith. 

Launc. By your leave fir. Loren. Whither goell thou. 

Launc. Marry fir, to bid myolde Mafter the lewe to iupt° 
night with my new Mailer the Chriftian. 

Loren. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Icffica . [ 

I ffiil I 
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lain provided of a Torch'bearer. Exit Clowne. 

Salar. I marry, He be gone about it ftraite. 

Salan. And fo will I* , . 

Loren. Meete me and Gratiano, at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. Salar. Tis good we doe fo. Exit. 
Grat. Was not that Letter from faire I tffiea. _ 

Loren, I muft needes tell thee all, fhe hath directed 
Huw I fhall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

What gold and jewels fhe is furniftit with, 

W hat Pages fiite flbee hath in readinefle : 

If ere the lewe her Father come to heaven , 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake. 

And never dare misfortune croffc her footc, 

Vnleffe fhe doe it under this excule. 

That (he is ifiue to a faithlefle le we ; 

Come goe with me, perufe this as thou goeft, 

Faire Jejfica fhall be my Torch- bearer. Exit. 

Enter lewe and hii man that was the Clowne. 

> Jew. Well, thou {halt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge. 

The difLrence of old Sbylocke and Tajfanio ; 

What Iejfica, thou (halt not gurmandixe 
As thou haft done with me : what/ ejpea. 

And fleepe, and fnore, and rend apparel! out* 

Why lefsica I lay . Clowne. Why lefsica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I doe not bid thee call. 

Clow. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lefsica; 

lefsica. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper lefsica. 

There are my keyes : but wherefore ftiould I goe ? 

I am not bid for love, they flatter me. 

But yet lie goe in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigall Chriftian. lefsica my girle, 

Looke to my houfe, I am right loth to goe, 



There 
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There is fbmeill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money baggs to night, 

(flowne. I befeech you fir goe, my young Mafter 
doth expert your reproach. 

Shy. Sodoclhis. 

Cloycne. And they have confpired together, I will tiot fay y 011 
fhall fee a Maske, but if you doe, then it was not for nothing that 
my nofc fell a bleeding on blacke monday Jaft, at fixe a clocked 
morning, falling out that yeere on afh wenfday was foure ycare in 
th’afcernoone. - 

Shy. W hat are there maskes ? heare you me lefftca, 

Locke up my doores, and when you heare the drumme, 

And the vile fquealing of the wry-neekt FifFe, 

Clamber not you up to the cafements then. 

Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete. 

To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces : 

But flop my houfes eares, I meanc my cafements. 

Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter 
My fbber houfe. By Iacobs ftaffe I fweare, 

I have no minde of feafting forth to night : 

But I will goe : goe you before me firra. 

Say I will come. Clowne. I will goe before fir.' 

Miftres looke out at window for all this. 

There will come a Chriftian by 
Will be worth a Iewes eye. 

S hy. W hat fayes that foole of Hagan offspring ? ha, 

Ief. His words were farewell miftris, nothing els. 

Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder, 
Snaile-flowin profit, and he fleepesby day 
More then the wilde-Cat : drones hive not with me. 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waft 
His borro wed purfe. W ell lefftca goe in. 

Perhaps T willreturneimmediatly, 

Doe as I bid you, Ihut doores after you, faft binde, faft finde. 
AProvcrbJnevcr ftale in thriftie minde. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croft, 

I have a Father, you a daughter loft. Exit. 

Emir 



the CWercfmt of Venice. 

Enter the IHafkers , (fratiano and Salerino. 

Grat. This isthe penthoufe under which Lorenfo, 
Defired us to make Hand. Saler. His hourc is almoft pad. 

Gra. And it is marvellhe out-d wells his houre. 

For Lovers ever runne before the clocke, 

Saler. O tense times fafter Verms pidgeons flye 
To feale Loves bonds new made, then they arc wont. 

To keepe obi iged faith unforfeited. 

Gra. That ever holds s who rifeth from a feaft 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 

Where is the horfe that doth untread againe 
His teadious meafurcs, with the unbared fire 
That he did pace them firft : all things that are, 

Are with more fpirit chafed then enjoyd. 

How like a younger, or a prodigal!. 

The skarfed Barkc puts from her native Bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind. 

How like the Prodigall doth fhe returne 
With Over.weatherd ribbs and ragged failes, 

Leane, rent, and begger’d by the ftrumpet wind ? 

Enter Lorenfo. 

Saler. Heere comes Lorenfo t more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode, 
Not I, but my affaires, have made you waite : 

W hen you fhall pleafe to play the theeves for wives, 
lie watch as long for you then : approch. 

Here d wels my Father lew. Hoe, w hofe within ? 

Iejfiea above. 

Ief. W boare you ? tell me for more certainety , 

Albeit lie fweare that I doe know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenfo and thy Love. t 

Ief. Lorenfo certaine, and my Love indeed. 

For who love I fb much ? and now who kno wes 
But you Lorenfo , whether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneffe that thou art. 

Ief. Here catch this Casket, it is worth the paines, 

1 am glad tis night you doe not looke on nae. 

For I am much afh^m’d of my exchange : 

D 
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But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that thcnafclves commit : 

For if they could, Cupid hitnfelfe would blufh, 

To lee me thus tranf-formed to a boy. 

Lor, Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer. 
ief. W bar, muft I hold a candle to my fhimes ? 
They in themftlves goodfooth arc coo too light. 

Why, ris an office of dikovery.Loue , 

And I fho.nl d be o'd ( cur’d. Lor. So are you fvreec. 

Even in the lovely garniftv of a boy ; but come at once. 
For the dofe night doth play the 
And we are ftayd for at 7 alamos Feaft 
Ief. I will make faft the doores,and 
With fome moe ducats, and be with you ftraight. 

Grat. Now by my Hood a Gentile, and no 
Lcr. Beiliro w me but I love her heartily. 

For fltec is wife, if I can judge of her, 

And faire fhee is, if that mine eyes be 
And true dree is, as fhee hath proov’d 

And therefore like her felfe, wife, fayre and true, 

Shall (lie be placed in my conftant foule. Enter IeJfica. 
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, a way. 

Our Mashing, mates by tbis timefor us ftay. Ststt;. 

Enter Anthonio. 

Axtb. W hofe there ? 

Grat, Signior Antbor.it) I 

Amk. Fie, fie Gratiano, where arc all the, reft? 

Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you: 

No Maske to night, the wind is come about, 

^Bafanio pretentiy willgoe abourd. 

I have Lent twenty out to feeke fot you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defirc no more ddighf, 

Then to be under- fay le, and gone to night. Exeunt. 

Enter Portia with Morocbo, and both their tr nines. 

7 or, Goe, draw afidc the.Curtaines, and difcov er 
The leverali Caskets to this noble Erince : 

Now make your choyfe. 



william shakespeare Merchant of Venice (stc 22298) 



the UWerchantof Venue* 

Mer. This firft of gold, who this Mcription betfc* 

who chufeth me, fall game what many men defire. 

The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 

\ V ho choofetb mee,fall get as much as bee deferves. 

This third dull Lead, with warning al as blunt, 
who ehufeth mee, mufi give and hazard all bee. hath. 
How (hall I know if I doe chufe the right? _ 
per The one of them containes my pidure, Prince, 
If vouchoofe that, then l am yours ; withal!. 

Mor. Some God dire<ft my judgement ; let me fee 
I will furvay th’infcriptions backe againe : 

What fayes this Leaden Casket? 

who choifeth me, mutt give and hazard all he bate. 

Muft give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 

Doe it in hope of faire Advantages : . 

A golden minde ftoopes not to fhowes of drofle, 
Ilcthennor give nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the Silver with her Virgin hue ? 

Who choofeth me, fad get as much as he deferves. 

As much as he deferves : paufe there Morocho f 
And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou beeft rated by thy eftimation. 

Thou doftdeferve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as t,o the Lady : 

And yet to be afraid of my deferving 
Were but a weake difabling of my felfe. 

As much as I deferve;why thats the Lady. 

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe,in love I do defervej 
Whatifl ftraidno fartber,butchofeheere? 

Lets fee once more this faying grav’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me fallgaine what many men defire ; 

W hy thats the Lady , all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffc this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian deferts,and the vaftie wildes 
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Of wilde oArahia arc as through- fares now, 
for Princes to come view fair sTortia. 

The watrie Kingdom e,whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no barre 
To flop the forraine (pints , but they come. 

As ore a brookc, to fee faire 'Portia. 

One of thefe thrte cent ames her heavenly Piifhjre. 

Ift like that Lead containes her ? ’twcre damnation 
To thinke fo bafe a thought ; it were too groffe 
Toribb her fear e doth in the obfcure grave: 

Or fhall I thinke in filver fbee’s immur’d. 

Being ten times undervalcwed to ttyde gold. 

O finfull thought, never fo rich aj> to 
Was fet in worfe then gold. They have in England 
A Coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in Gold, but that’s iafculpr upon : 

But hecre an Angell in a golden Bed 

Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key, , 

Here doe I choofe,and thrive I as I may. 

Par. There take it Prince; and'if my forme He there. 
Then I am yours. 

Mor. O hell ! what have tve hearer a carrion death, 
Within whofe emptie eye thereis a written fcroale ? 
He reads the writing. 

tAll that gli ft ers is not. gold. 

Often have you heard that told, 

(Many a man hie life hath fold, 

Ettt my. out fide to behold ; 

Guilded Timber doe wormes infold : 

Had you been as wife as bold, 

Tottng in hmbes , in judgement old, 

Tour anftvere had not been infer old. 

Fare yee well, your fate iscoLd, 

oJMor. Cold indeed ,andlabour loft. 

Then farewell heate, and welcome froft : 

Portia adiew, Thave toogreev’d a heart. 

To take a tedious leave t : thus loofers parr . Exit, 
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Let all of his completion choolc me lp. 

Enter Salarino and Solanio. 
ul Why man I faw Baffanio under fayle, 

with him is Grationo gone along ; 

VVitp ft # cv»in T am furc foovenfo is not. 

An d in Jcw w j t h out-erics raifd the Dpke, 

Sola. T , i,im to fearch "Bafanios Ship- 

Tkm?tcLute >t h=Shi P wa S una=r S ^ > 

Bnt there the Duke was given to underftand, 

Sin a Gondylo were feene together 
Lortvfo and his amorous 
Rpfides Anthonio certified the Dm<e 
They were not with Baffanio fo his Ship. 

1 Solan. I never heard apafli.on fo confus , 

So fttange, outragious, andfovar^We, _ 

the doS^e Iewe did utter in the fti > 

My daughter, 6 my Duct,, ‘ 

Ptd with a Chtifti-n, o my Chnftnn ttraw- 
M,cc,theUw,myI*KM^ 

A fealed hagec, tvro fealed baggs of Daca jf 1 ; • 

Of double Ducats, ftolne from me by ' ; | u 

And Iewelsjtwo ’ 

Stolne by my Daughter : »«4ndc the gule, 

Shee hath the ftoncs upon her, and the ducats. 

Salar. Why, all the boyes in Ventcej follaw ^h , 
Crying his Stones, ,his Daughter, and his Ducat . 

Solan. Let good Anthomo lookeihe.keepptos, y. 

Or he fhal! pay for this. 

Solar. Marry wellremcmbred ; 

1 reafoned with a Frenchman yefterday. 

W ho told me, in the narrow Seas thaa part 
The French and Englifh, there mttcaned 
A Vefiel! of our Countrey richly fraught . 

I thought upon Anthonio whenbe tela me, 

And wifht in (Lence that it were not hw. 

Sol. You were beft to tellAnthma wbat y ouheare, 
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YeE do not fuddcnIy,for it miy grccvc him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treades not the earth, 

I law Baffanio and tsAnthonio part, 

‘Bajfanio told him he would make fome fpced 
Ol his returne ; he a«fwcred,do not fo. 

Slumber not bnlinefie for my lake Bajfanio, ■ 

But Bay the very riping of the time, 

And for the Iewes bond which he hath of me. 

Let it not enter in your minde of love : 

Be merry ,and miploy yourchiefeft thoughts 
To Courtfhip.and fuch faire oftents of love 
As (hall conveniently become you there. 

And even there his eye being big with veares. 

Turning his face,he put his hand behind him, 

And with afledlion wondrous fenfible 
He wrung Baffanio’s hand, and Co they parted, 

Sol, I thinkc he oncly loves the world for him, t 
I pray thee let us go and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced heavinefle 
With fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we fo. Exeunt, 

.Enter Nerrijfasni a Servitor. 

Quick, quick I pray thee, draw the curtain {trait, 

The Prince of Arragon hath tanc his oath. 

And comes to his election prefently. 

Enter Arragon, his traine and Eortia. 

Per. Behold, there. (land the Caskets noble Psince, 

If you choofe that wherein I am containd. 

Straight fhall our nuptiall rights be foleroniz’d : 

But if you faile, without more fpeech my Lord 
You mult be gone from hence immediately . 

Arra. I am enioynd by oath to obferve three things, 
Firft,nevcr to unfold to any one 
W hicb Casket twas I chofe 5 next, if I faile 
Of the right Casket, never in my life 
To w 00c a maide in w a y of marriage : 

Laftly, 






the (Merchant of, Venice , 

T aftlv if I do faile in fortune of my choyfe, 

1 it- mediately to leave you, and be gone. _ 

1 Tor. To theie injunctions every one doth fweare 
Thar comes to hazard for my worthlcflfe fede. 

Tb ^rr. And fo have I addreft mc;fortune now 
To tny hearts hope .• gold, filver, and bafc lcad. 
iVbo choofeth me,muftgive and hazard all he hath. 

You fliall looke fairer ere I give or nazard , 

What fayes the golden chefl,ha,kt me lee. 

Who choofeth me, fhall gaine what many men dejire. 

What many men defire, that many may be meant 
Bv the foole multitude that choofe by fhow, 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teac b> 

Which pries not to th’inheritour, but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode of cafuaity. 

1 will not choofe what many men defirc, . . 
Eecaufdwillnot jumps with common (pints, 
Andranke me with the Barbarous multitudes. 

Why then to thee thou filver treafure houfe. 

Tell me once more what title thou doeft beare ; 

Who choofeth me fhall get at much at he deferves : 

And welj faid to ; for who fhall go about 
To couzen Fortune, and be honourable. 

Without the ftamp of merit, let none prefume 
To wcare an undeserved dignity : 

0 that eflates, degrees, and offices. 

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that cleare honour 
Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer, 

How many then fhould cover that (land bare ? 

How many be commanded that command t 
How much low pealantry would then be gleaned 
From the true fled of honour ? and how much honour 
Pick t from the chaffs and ruine of the times. 

To be new varnifht ; well, but to my choyfe. 
JVhocbocfetb me fo all get at much at he deferves, 

1 will aflirme defert ; give me a key for this, 

And inilantiy unlock c my fortunes heerc. 
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Portia. Too long a p aufe for that wbfeh you finde there 
Arag, What’s here I the pour trait of a blinking i/W* 
Prefenting me a Scediile : I Will reade it. 1 

Plow much unlike aft thou to Portia ? 

How much unlike my hopes* arid my defervings ? 
tvho choofeth me,Jhall hdveafmUch ashedeferves. 

Did I deferve no more than a fo'oles head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ? 

Tor. To o fiend and judge are diftimft offices, 

And of oppofed natures. Arrdg. VVhatis here? 

The Pirefeven times tried this. 

Seven times tryed that judgement is. 

That did never choofe amiffe : 

Some there be that fhadowes kjffe'. 

Such have but a jhadowes blijfe. 

There be fooles alive I re is. 

Silvered ore, andfo was this. 
t Take what wife you will to bed , 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone ,y ou are fj>ed, 

Arrag, Still more foolel fhalj appeare 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fooles head I came to weoe , 

Bat I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew , lie keepe my oath , 

Patiently to bcarc my wroth. 

Por, Thus hath the candle fing’d the inoath: 

O thefe deliberate fooles, when they doe choofe. 

They have their wifdome by their wit to loofe. 

Ti er. The ancient faying is no herefle , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

P or. Come draw the curtainc Nerrijfa . 

Enter (JWejfenger, 

Adejf. Where is my Lady ? 

1 Por. Here, what would my Lord? 

Aieff, Madam, there is a-lighced at your gate 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

k young V enetian,one that comes before 
Tofigmfie tb’aproacfiingofhis Lord, 

From whom he bringetb fenfible regreets ; 

Towit/befides commends and curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value ;yet I have not fcenc 
So likely an Etnbafladour of love. 

A day in April never came fo fweet 
To (how how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Portia. No more I pray thee, I am balfc a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he is fome kin to thee, 

Thou fpcndft fuchhigh day wit in prayfing him .• 
Come y come,Merryfa,fot I long to fee 
Quicke Cupids Poll that comes fo mannerly. 

Nerrijfa. Bajfanio, Lord, Love if thy will it be. 

Solanio and Salarino • 

Solanio. Now what newes on the Ryalto ? 

Salari, Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonio hath a 
fiiip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow feas ; the Goodwins T 
thinke they call the place,a very dangerous flat, and fatal!, where 
the carcafles of many a rail (hip lie buried, as they fay, if my Goffip 
Report be an honeft woman of her word. 

Solanio. I would fhs were as lying a Goffip in that,as ever 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeve {he wept for the 
death of a third husband : bet it is true, without any flips of pro- 
lixity , or croffing the plain high way oftalkc, that the good %An. 
thonio, the honeft nAnthonio j O that I had a title good enough to 
keepe his name company. 

Salari. Come, the fall ftop. 

Solanio.Rz, what fayeft thou, why the endis,hehathIofta lhip. 

Salari. I would it might prove the end of his lofles. 

Solanio. Let me fay Amen betimes , left the Dcvill crofle my 
prayer, for hecre he comes in the likentffe of a lew. How now 
Shjlccke, what newes among the Merchants ? inter Shyloke. 

Shy. You knew, none fb welLnone fb well, as you>ofoiy daugh- 
ters flight. 

Salari. Tbats certaine, I for my part knew the Taylor that 
made the wings (he flew withall, 

E Sol, And 
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Solan, And ShylockJ or his own part knew the bird was 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam, 

Shy, She is damnd for it. 

Salar. Thars certaine,if the Devill may be her Iudge, 

Shy. My own flefh and bloud forebell. 

Sola . Out upon it old Carrion, rebels it at thefeyeares. 

Shy . I fay my daughter is my flefh and my bloud. 

Solari. There is more difference between thy flefh and hers, 
then between Jet and Ivorie, more between your blouds, then 
there is between Red wine and llennifh : but tell us, doyou heart 
whether eAnthonio have had any lefieat fea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrour, a prodigall, 
who dare fcarce fhc w his head on the Ryalto , a beggar that was 
ufd to come fo fmug upon the Mart s let him Iooke to his bond, 
he was wont to call me Ufurer,let him Iooke to his bond, he was 
wont to lend money for a Chriftian curfie, let him Iooke to his 
bond. 

S atari. Why I am fure if he forfeit ,• thou wilt not take his 
flefh, w hats that good for ? 

Shyl. To bait fifh withall, ifit will feed nothing elfe , it will 
feed my revenge j he hath difgrac’d me, andhindred mehalfea 
million, laught at my Ioffes, mockt at my gaines, fcorned my Na- 
tion, thwarted my bargains , cooled my friend?, heated mine ene- 
mies, and whats his rcafon,! am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes, hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, demenfions, fenfes, affections, pafftons, 
fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame weapons* fubjeftto 
the fame difeafes,healed by the fame meanes, warmed and cooled 
by the fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is : if you prick us, 
do we not bleed, if you tickle us, do we not laugh ; ifyou poyfon 
os, do wenot die, and ifyou wrong us, (hall we not revenge, if we 
are like you in the reft, we will rcfemble you in that. If a Jew 
wrong a Chriftian,what is his humility, revenge ? If a Chriftian 
wrongaIew,whatfhouIdhfefufferance be by Chriftian exam- 
ple, why revenge - ? The villany you teach me, I will execute, and 
it fhall gohard,but I will better the inftruCtion, 
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Enter a man from Anthonie. 

Gentlemen, my Matter tAnthonio is at his houfe,attd defires to 
fpeak with you both. 

Saleri. W e have been up and down to feck him. 

Enter Tubal!. 

Solanio. Here comes another of the Tribe , a third cannot be 
matchtjUnlcffe the Devill hitnfelfe turne lew. Exeunt Gent lent . 

Shy. How now Tuhall y what newes from fjenovea, haft thou 
found my daughter? 

TuhaH. I often came where I did heareof her, but cannot 

find her. . 

Shylocke. Why there, there, there,there, a Diamond gone coft 
me two thoufand Ducats in Franekford , the curfe never fell upon 
cur Nation till now, I never felt it till now, two thoufand Ducats 
in that, and other precious, precious jewels ; I would my daughter 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her earetwould flie were 
hearft at my foot,and the Ducats in her Coffin : no news of them , 
whyfo? and I know not whats fpentin the fearch : why thou 
Ioffe upon loffe,the theefe gone with fo much, and fo much to find 
thetheefe, and.no iacisfaCtion, no revenge, nor n© ill luck ftirring 
but what lights a my fhoulders, no fighs, but a my breathing, no 
teares but a my fhedding. 

Tuhall. Ycs,other men have ill Tucke to t Antboniofls I heard, is 
in Genorva ? 

Shy. What, what, what, ill Iucke,ill lucke. 

Tuhall. Hath an Argoficcaft away comming from Tripoli*. 

Shy, I thank (3od,I thank God, is k true, is it true. 

Tub all. I fpoke with fome of the Saylcrs that efcaped the wrak. 

Shy. I thank thee good Tubad, good newes, good newest ha, 
ha,heere in Genorva. 

Tubad. Your daughter (pent in Genotya^ as I heard, one night 
fourefcore Ducats* 

Shy, Thou ftickft a dagger in me, I fhall never fee my gold a- 
gaine.fourefcoure Ducats at a fitting,fourefcore Ducats. 

Tub all. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in my com- 
pany to Venice t that fweare he cannot chufe but breake: 

E 2 Shy. 1 
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Shy. I sm very glad ef it, lie plague him, lie torture him. T am 
glad of ir. * * 

Tub aII. One of them fhewed me a ring thathehadofyou r 
daughter for a Monky. 

Shy. Out uponhcr,thoa tortureftme T uball, it was my Tu r . 
kies, I had it of Leah when I was a Batchelor : I would not hare 
given it for a wilderncfle of Morikies. 

Tub aIL But Ant homo is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay,thars true,thats very true, go T uball, fee mean Of- 
ficer ,bdpeak him a fortnight before, I will have the heart of him 
if he forfeit, for were he out of Venice I can make what merchan- 
dize I will : go Tubatl, and meet me at our Synagogue, go good 

T uball fit cur Synagogue Tub all. Exeunt, 

Enter 'Baffarrio , e Portia,Gratiano^and all 

their tr (tines, 

Portia. I pray you tarry paufe a day or two 
Before you hazzud,for in chfeofing wrong 
1 loofe your company ; therefore forbeare a while. 

There's fomething tels me (but it is not love) 

I would not loofe you, and you -know ycur felfe, 

Hate counfels not in fiich a quality ; 

But left you fhould not underftand me well. 

And yet a maiden hath no tengucjbut thought, 

I would detain you here fome traoneth or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chooie right, but then lamforfworne. 

So will I never be, fo may you mifle me, 

But ifyou do,youle make me wifh afinne. 

That I had been torfworn : fk fh.ro w your eyes,- 
T hey have ore-looktnac and divided me. 

One halfe of me is yours,the other halfc yours* 

Mine own I would fay : but if mine then yours. 

And fo all y ours ; O thefe naughty times. 

Puts barres between the owners and their rights*; 

And fo though yours not yours,(prov e it fo) 

Let Fortune go to hell, not 1 . 

Jipeak too long, but tis to peize the time, ^ 



the Merchant' of Verna* 

T „«chit,andtodrawitoBtinUngth, 

To ftay yon from election- 
Bdfc Let me chute, 

^^.’“’ponThenckc then confefle 

« to trealon the. c » mingled with your love. 

^ •vf None but that ugly ticafon of miftruft, 

W hichmakes me feare th'injoying of my Love, 

There may as w ell be amity and life 

Tween fnow and fire,as treafon and my love. 

for. I, 1 feare you fpeake upon -the racke 
Where men enforced dofpeak any thing. 

Balf. Promife me life, and ile confefle the truth . 
for. W ell then,confeffe andlive. 

Bof Confefle and love ^ 

Had been the very fumme of my confeflion : 

0 hapyy torment when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance, ; 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets. 

por. Away then, I am loekt in one of them, 

Ifyou do love me,yoti will find me out. 

Nerrjjfa and the reft, ftand all aloofc. 

Let muficke found while he doth make his choyfe. 
Then ifhe loofe he makes a Swan- like end,, 

Fading in mufique. T hat the comparison 

May ftand more property eye fhall be the ftreame 

And watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is mufique than ? Then mufique is 
Even as the flourifh,when true fubjeds bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch : Sachitis, 

As arc thofe dulcet founds in break of day. 

That creep into the dreaming Bride-groomes eare. 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
W ith no Idle prefence, but with much moi e love 
Then young Abides, when he didredeeme 
The virginetribute,payed by howling Troy 
To the Sea monller : I ftand forfacrifice. 

The reft aloofe are the Dardanian wives ; 
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With beared vifages come forth to view 
The lfiue of th’exploit : Go Hercules , 

Live thou, I live with much, much moredifmay, 

I view the fight,then thou that mak'ft the fray. 

A Song the whilfl Baflanio comments on the Caskets 
to himfelfe, ’ 

ell me where is fancie bred. 

Or in the heart, or in the head j 

How begot, how nourished? ’ Replie,replie, 

It u tngendred in the eye , r 

With gazing fed, and Fancie dies. 

In the C radle where it lies. 

Let ns all ring Fancies knell, 

He begin it. 

Ding, dong, bell. 

All. Ding,dong,beH. 

T ,f^ outward fhowes beleafi themfelves. 

The world isftill deceav’d with ornaments 
In Law, what pica fo tainted and corrupt 
But being feafon’d with a gracious voyce’ , 
Obfcuresthe fhow ofevill. In religion. 

What damned error but feme fober brow 
W ill blefle it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grofhefle with faire ornament : 

There is no voyce fo Ample, but aflumes - 
Some markc of vertue on his outward parts j 
How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As flayers of fand, weare yet upon their chins 
The beards ©f Hercules,^ frowning CMars, 

W ho inward f c archt,bave lyvers white as milke. 

And thele aflumc but valours excrement J ;• 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty 

«?C- y u U L Aali fee tis Purchaftby the weight. 

Which therein works a miracle innature 
Making them lighteft that weare moft of it • 

Soarcthofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambals with the wind 
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Upon fuppofed fairenefle, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond head, 

The fcullthat bred them in the fepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled fliore 
To a moft dangerous ft a : the beauteous fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty j In a word, 

The Teeming truth which cunning times pur on 
Toiotrapthewifeft. Therefore then, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas , I will none of thee. 

Nor none of thee theu pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
w hich rather tbreatneft then doft promife ought. 

Thy palenefle moves me more then eloquence, 

And heere chnfe I, joy be the confequence. 

Tor, How all the other pafllons fleet to ayre, 

; As doubtful! thoughts, and rafli imbrac’d defpaire : 

And fhyddring feare.and green-eyed jealoufie. 

0 love be moderate, allay thy extafie, 

' In mcafure reine thy joy,fcant this exccfiej 

1 feele too much thy bleffing,make it leffe, 

Tor feare I furfeit. 

Bajf. What find I heere? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. W hat demy God 
Hath come fo ncere creation ? move thefc eyes ? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 

Seeme they in motion ? Here are fever’d lips 

Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a barre 

Should funder fuch fwaet friends ; heere in her haires 

The Painter playes the Spyder,and hath woven 

A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 

Fafter then gnats in Cobwebsjbut her eyes. 

How could he fee to do them ? having made one, 

Me thinks it fhould have power to fteale both his. 

And leave it felfeunfurnifht : Yet lookc how farre 
The fubflance ofmy praifc doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing it,fo farre this fliadow 
Doth limpe behind the fubftanc e. H eres the fcrowle* 
The continent and fummarie of my fortune. 
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You that chufe not by the view 
Chanee at faire, and chufe as true : 

S inc'e this fortune falls to you , 

Be content, and feekfi no new. 

If you be well pleafd with this, 

And hold your fortune for your blijfe, 

Yume you where your Lady is, 
vAnd claims her with a loving kijf e, 

A gentle fcroulc : Faire Lady, by your leave, 

I come by note to give, and to receave; 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes : 
Hearing applaufe and vniverfall {hour, 

Giddy in fpirit,ftill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe peales of praife be his or no : 

So thrice faire Lady ftand I, even fo, 

As doubtfull whether what I fee be true. 

Until! con firm’d,fign’d/atified by you. 

For. You fee me Lord Bajfanio where I ftand, 
Such as I am ; though for my felfe alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wifti 
To wifh my felfe much betterjyet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felfe, 

A thoufand times more faire, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that oncly to ftand high in your account, 
I might in vertucs, beauties, livings, friends, 

Exceed account : but the full fiimme of me 
Is fumme of fomething : which to terme in grofle, 
Is an unle Hon’d Girle,unfchQofd,unpra&iced; 
Happy in this, {he is not yet fo old 
But Ihe may lcarne : happier then this. 

She is not bred fo dull, but fhe can learne j 
Happieft of all,is that her gentlefpirit 
Commits it felfe fo yours to be directed. 

As from her Lord,herGovernour, her King. 

My felfe, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But now I was the Lord 
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nf this faire man(ion,mafter of my fervants, 

Qaeene ore my felfe : and even now.but now, J 
™ s houfe,thefe fervants, and this fame my felfe 
A f evours,my Lord , 1 give them with this ring. 

Which when you part from,loofe,or give away, 
Letitprefage the ruineof yourlove, 

And be my vantage to exclaime on you. 

Baf Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Onely ray bloud fpeakeato you in my vaines, 

And there is fuch confufion in my powers, 

As after fome Oration fairely fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doth appears 
Among the buzzing pleafed multitude. 

Where every fomething being blent together, 

Turnes to a wilde of nothing, fave of joy 
Expreft,and notexpreft shut when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

0 then be bold to fay B ajfanio's dead . 

Ner, My Lord and Lady, it is now our time 
That have flood by and feen our wifties ptofper, 
Tocry,good joy, good joy,tny Lord and Lady, 

Gra. My Lord Bajfanio^nd my gentle Lady, 

1 wifli you all the joy that you can wifh •* 

Forlamfure you can wilh none from me : 

And when your honours meane to fblcmnize 
The bargaine of y our faith, I do befeech you, 

Eren at that time I may be married to. 

Bag. With all my heart,fo thou canfl get a wife. 
Grat, I thanke your Lordfhip,you have got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwift as yours : 

You law the miftres,! beheld the maid .* 

You lov’d, I lov’d for intermiffion. 

No more pertains to me my Lord then you; 

Your fortune flood upon the Casket there, 

And lo did mine to as the matter falls : 

For wooing heere untill I fwei againe, 

Andfwearing till my very rough was dry 
With oathes of love, at Iaft,if promife Jail 
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I got a promife of this taire one heerc 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
AtchievVi her miftres. 

I 1 or. Is this true Nerriffa ? 

Ner. Madam it is,fo you fland pleafd wichall, 

"Buff. And do you Gratiano mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes fait ■> my Lord. 

Ba(f. , Our feaftfhall be much honoured in your manage. 
Gra. W eel play with them the firft boy for a choufand dam* 
Ner. What and ftakc down ? 

No, we fhall nere win at that (port and flake downe. 

But who comes hrere ? Lorenzo and his Jnfidcll ? 

W hat, and my old Venetian friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenlb,jeflica,4»<l Salerio ? 

from Venice. ’ 

Bajfa. Lorenzo and .Wfr/ 0 ,weIcQme hitheiy 
If that the youth of my ne w'intreft here 
Have power to bid you welcome : by your leave. 

Ibid nay friends and countreymen. 

Sweet T ertia welcome. 

Por. So do I idv Lord,they are intircly welcome. 

Lor. j thanke your honourjfor my part my Lord, 

My pHrpafe was not to have feen you here. 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did intreate cne paft all faying nay 
To come wich him along* 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have reafon for it,Signior aydaibonio 
Commends him to you. 

£ ajf. Ere I ope his Letter 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. . 

Sal. Not lickmy LordjUnkflcitbeinmind, 

Nor welljunlcfle in miad : his letter there 
Willfhew youh.seftate. open the letter. 

Gra. Nerrtfja. cheer yond flranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio. whats the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant good Anthonio 
I know he will be glad of our lucaflr, 
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yfe are the Jafons,vrt have wonne the fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

for. There are fome fltrewd contents in yond fame paper. 
That fteales the colour from BaJJanio's cheeke. 

Some deere friend dead,elfe nothing in the wo rid 

Could tume fo much the conftitution 

Ofany con flan t man : what worfe and worfe ? 

With leave Baffanio I am halfc your felfe, 

And I muft have the halfe ofany thing 
That this lame Paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unplealaat’ft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 

When I did firft impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ranne in my veines,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true? and yet deere Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you lhall fee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My Rate was nothing, I ftiould then hav? rold you 
That I was worfe then nothing j for indeed 
I have ingag ’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to bis meere enemie. 

To feed my meanes. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound 
Iflking life bloud. But is it true Salerio, 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one hit ? 

From Tripolif,ftotn (JMexict and England, 

From LUbonfBarbary, and India, 

And not one Veffell Icapc the dseadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks ? 
ft Sal. Not one my Lord. 

Befides,it Ihould appcare,that if he had 
The prefent money to difeharg e the lew. 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature that did beare the fhape of man 
&0 keen and greedy to confound a man. 

F * He 
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He plyes t he Duke at morning and at night. 

And doth impeach the keedome of the flate ' 

If they deny him lattice. Twenty Merchants 
The Duke himfcife,snd the Magnificos 
Of greateft port have all pu (waded with him 
But none can drive him from the envious pica * 

Of forfeiture, of Iuftice, and his Bond. 
lef W hen 1 was with him, I have heard hiw fwcar 

To 7 uba/l and tc Chut , his countrey-men, 

That he would r.ther have Ant homo s flpgj 
Then twenty times the value of the fimme 

1 hat he did ow e him : at d ^ know my lord. 

If Law authority, and power deny not, 

It will go hard with poore Anthonie. 

Por Is it your deere friend chat is thus in trouble? 

__ Baff. The deereft friend to rnce,thekindeft maH^ v ' 

The beftccndifidndatid unwearied fpitits^ : ■ 

In doing curtefies : andonein whorn 
The ancient Roman honour mere appeals, 

Then any that drawes breath in Italy. , * 

P or. Whatfumme oWes he theleW-P* : <v e£ ‘ ! t 

r B*f. Forme three theitfand Ducats; • :* 

Por. What no more. pay him fix thoufind,and deface the bond, 
Double fix thonfand,and then crcble that. 

Before a friend of this defeription 
Shall loiea haire fhieugh Bapxio’s fault, 

Fuft go with me to Churcb,ahd<all me wife, 

And then away to Venice toycur friend • 

For never (hall you lie byPmidVMe , ! “ - ' 

With an unquiet foule. You ftall hav e gold 
To pay the pury debt twenty tirscs over. 

W hen it is paid, bring your true Iriend along. 

My maid Nerrip, and my felfe meane time 
W ill live as Maidcs and Widdowes ; come away, . 

For you fhall htnet uponyoui wt ddingday : 

Bid ycuriiicnds welcome, fhi wa-mtrry cheefe, 

Siiicc.you arc deerc bought,! will love you decre. 

But let me hearc the letter of you? friend. 



ti . 
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the Uttchemtef Verna, 

Sweet Baffanio, wj flip have all viifcarkd mj Creditors grew 
iltnl epte ti vt r) lew, mj bond to the It wit forfait, and pee its 
tm „ in t tjtiiwftffibte lfhonld ltve,all debts are cherdbetfveenjcU 
nd J*f 1 wight but fteyiu at mj death : notwithfianding , ufejottr 
p e ,Jvre } ifp*rleve do not ferjwade jeft toccmeptnot mj letter „ 

<j> 0 r. O love 1 dearth all bufinc fle and be gone. 

Saf Sirte I hav e your good leave to go away, 

I will make haftc j but till I comeagaine, 

No bed fhall ere be guilty of my ftay, 

Nor reft be intei peter twixt us twaine. Exexnt. 

£nttr the Jew, and Salerio,*W Anthonie, 
and the Jaylor. 

Jew. Iaylor,)or ke rob im,teli not me ofmcrcy, 

This is the fcole that lent cut money gratti. 
laylor.lt oke to him. 
is. nth. Hcarf roe yet good Shjlocke, 

Uw. Me have my honti,lpcak not againft my bond, 

I have fworre an oaih,that I will have my bond : 

The u call’dfl me dt g before thouhadfl acaufc, 

But fince I am a deg, be ware mv phangs. 

The Duke fhall grant me Iuftieejl do wonder 
Thou naughty Jayloi that vhcu art fo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 

An. ] pray thee hearc me (peak, 

lew. He havt my bond, I will not hcare thee fpeake. 

He have my bond,and therefore fpeak no more. 

He not be made a loft and dull eydt foole. 

To fhake the head, relent, andfigh, and yeeld 

To C hriftian inter ceflors : follow opr, 

lie have no fpeak trig, I will haven y bond. £xit Jew, 

Sol, It is i he raoft impcnitrablc cuxre 
That ever kept with men. 

ws n. Let him alone, 

He toilow him no more wirb bootlc fTe prayers, 

He leeks try lifc.his rt afen well 1 know j . 

I oudehvctd h.m his forfeitures* 

F. | M soy. 
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Many chat We at times made m one so me. 

Therefore he hates me. 

Sat. I am fare the Duke will never grant 
This forfeiture to hold. 

%Ant. TheDukc cannot deny the courfe ofLaw ; 
For the Commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Venice, ific be dcnyed, 

Will much impeach the juftice of theftate. 

Since that the Trade and Profit of the Citic 
Confiileth of all Nations* Therefore go, 

Thefegriefcs and lofles hath fo bated me 
That I ihall hardly (pare a pound of flcfti 
To morrow, to my bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaylcr on.prayGod Bajfnnio come 

To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not. Exeunt 

Enter Portia,Nerr ifla,Lorenzo,Jeflia , and a 
mtnof Portia’s. 

Ler. Madam, although I (peak it in your pretence, 

Y ou have a noble and a true conceit 
Ofgold-Iike amitie, which appeares moft ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But ifyou knew to whom you (hew this honour. 
How true a Gentleman you fend reliefc. 

How deerc a Lover of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke. 

Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good. 

Nor fhall not now : for in companions 
That do converfc and waff the time together, 

Whofc (boles do beare an equal! yoke of love. 

There muft be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniamentSjof manners, and offpirit j 
W hich makes me think e that this « Anthonie 
Being the bofome Lover of my Lord, 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 

How iittle is the coft I have befto wed 




the {^Merchant ofvenieei 

in nurchafmg the femblarce otmy foule » 

Prop out the ftate of hellifli cruelty : 

This comes too neere the praifing of my felfe. 

Therefore no more of it . hcerc other things 
lorenfb I commit into your hands, 

1 he husbandry and mannage of my houfe. 

Untill my Lords returne j for mine own part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a (ccret vow, - 
To live in prayer and conte mpiation, 

Ontly attended by Nerritf* here. 

Untill her husband and my Lords returne. 

There is a Monaftery two miles off 
And there we will abide. I do dciirc you 
Not to deny this impofition. 

The which my Love, and iome necefliry 
Now layes upon me. 

Loren. Madame, with all my heart, 

I /hall obey you in all faire commands . 

Por, Mv people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and lejfica 
In place of Lord "B a fan to and nay felfe. 

So fere you well till we (hall meet again. 

Lor. Faire thoughts and happy houtesattend on you. 
left. I wifti your Ladifhip all hearts content. 

'Tor, I thank you for y our w ifh.and am well pleafd 
To wi/h it back on you : fere you well lejfica. Exeunt* 
Now Balthafery as I have ever found thtc honeft true. 

So let me find thee fill : take this feme letter. 

And ale thou all th’endevour of a man. 

In fpeed to Mnntuafit thou render this 
Into my coufins hand Doftor BeUrio , 

And look what notes and garments he doth give 
Biing them I pray rhee with imagin'd (peed ■ 

Unto the Trantfl,to the common Ferry 
Wh;ch Tiadcs to Venice ; wafte no time in word 
But get thee gone, I fhall be there before thee. 
r B»ltka. Madam, I go witball convenient fpeed. 

P«n Come on Nerrjffol have worke in hand 



That 
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That you yet kno wnot of j weele fee oar husbaticfs 
Before they think of us ? 

Tfetrijfei. Shall they fee us ? 

Portia. They fhall 2(errifa : but in filch a 
That they fhallthink wc are accomplifhed 
W ich that we lack ; lie hokl thee any wager 
When wc arc both accoutred like young men. 

He prove the prettier fellow of the two. 

And weare my dagger with the braver grace, 

And fpeajte betvveene the change Of man and boy, 

With a reed-voice,and turrte two miocing fteps 
Into a manly ftride, and fpeake of frayes, 
like a fine bragging youth •• and tell quaint lyes, 

Hbw honourable Ladies fought my love. 

Which I denying, they fell ficke^riddyed. 

I could not doe wichall : then lie repent, 

And with for all that, that I hadflot killd them : 

And twenty of thefe punie lyes lie tell, 

That men fhall fweare 1 havedifthptinued fchoole 
Above a twelve-moneth : I have within my minde, 

A thoufand raw tricks of theft bragging lackcs, 

Which I will pra&ife. 

N err if. Why, fhall wee turne to men 

Tort. Fie, what a queftion’s that 
If thou wert nere a lewd Interpreter 
But come, He tell thee all my. whole device. 

When ( am in my Coach, which ftayes for us 
At the Patke gates and thcr< “ 

For yye muft meafure 

Enter Clovene 

Clow. Y es truly, for looke you, the finnes of the 
be laid upon the Children, therefore 1 promife you, I feareyou,! 
was alwayes plaine with you, and fo now I fpeak my agitation of 
the matter : therefore be of good cheere,for truly I think you are 
damn’d, there is but one hope in it that can doe you any good, and 
that is but a kinde of kaftard hope neither. 
lef And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

• CIme. 




the Merchant of Venice. 

Clown. Mary you may partly hope tb# y.QU.r father g ot you 

_ f h a r you are no: the J?wes daughter, ' 

lefica. Thar wereakmdof baftard hope in deed, fo the finnes 

’d both by father and 
. hto fhuribdio 

yourmoVher ; well, you are gone both way«$. 
y Iefica. I fhall be fav*d by my husband , he hath made me a 

^CUo# 1 Truly the more too blamehe,wc w||e Chriftians eaow 
before, e’en as many as could well live one by anotherrrhis making 
of Chriftians wil raife the price of hogs, if we grow all to be pork 
eaters, we fhall not fhortly have a rafher on the coales for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

IeJft.We tdmy husband Lmncelet whatyou fay ;h ere he comes. 

Loren. I fhall grow jealous of you fhortly Lamcelet,\tyon thus 
get oiy wife into corners. . 

IeJft. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzs , Lamcelet and I are 
out, he tels me flatly there’s no mercy for me in heaven, becanfe 
I am a Jewes daughter : and he fayes you are nogood member of 
the common-wealth.for in converting Jewes to Chriftians , you 
raife the price .of porke. 

Loren. I fhall anfwer that better to the common- wealth than 
you can the getting up of the; Negroes belly .- the Moore is with 
child by you Launcelet. 

Clowne. It is much that the Moore fhould be more then rea- 
fon : but if fhe be leflc then an honeft woman , fhe is indeed more 
then I tookeherfor. 

Loren. How every foole can play upon the word , I think the 
be ft grace of wit will fhortlyturqeinto filencc , and difeourfe 
grow commendable in none onely but ParratB ; go in firra,bid 
themprepare foy dinner. 

Clown. That is done fir,they have all ftomacks. 

Lor. Goodly Lord what a wit fiiapper are you, then bid thetn 
prepare dinner. . 

Cloven. That is done to fir, onely cover is the word. 

Loren. W ill you cover than fir ? 

Own. Not lb fir neither, I know my duty. 

Q « Loren , Yet 



T 
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Loren. Yet more quarrelling with occafion, wilt thou ftew 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant? I pray thee underftand 
■ plain man in his plain meaning: go to thy fellowes, bid them 
cover the table,fcrve in the mear, and we will come in to dinner; 

Clown. For the tabic fir, it (hall be ferv’d in,for the meat fir, it 
fhall be cover’d, for your comm ingin to dinner fir, why let it be 
as humoursand conceits fhall govcrnc. Exit flown. 

Loren. O dcare diferetion, how his words are fitted, 

The fbole hath planteaMn-his memory 
An Armie of good words,and I do knew 
A many fooles that ftand in better place, 

(Sarniftit like him, that for a trickfic word 
Defie the matter : how cheer’ft thou Iefftcal 
And now good fweet fay thy opinion, 

How doft thou like the Lord B a fame's wife ? 

Ief, Paft all exprefling, it is very meet 
The Lord Bafanie live an upright life* 

For having fuch a bleffing in his Lady, 

He findes the joyes of heaven here on earth. 

And if on earth he do not meane it, 
in reafon he fhould never come to heaven. 

W hy,if two gads fhould play fome heavenly match. 

And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one : there ffiiift be fomething elfc 
Paund with the other, for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Loren. Even fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife. 

lefi. Nay,butaske my opinion to of chat. 

Loren. I will anone,firft let us go to dinner ? ■ 

left. Nay, let me praife you while I have a ftomack, 

Loren. No, pray thee let it ferve for table talke. 

Then how fo ere thou fpeakft, mong other things, 

I fhall difgeft ir. 

left. Well,ilefet you forth. Exeunt. 

Enter the Duke, the agnifeoes.t/inthonio, 
Bafanio,and Gratiano , 

**•. ^ K(4 
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•j«th Ready, fopleafe your Grace. 
nuke I am forry for thee, thou art come to aniwet 
A ftony Adverfary,an inhumane wretch, 

Uncapablc of pitty,voyd,and empty 
From any dram of mercy, 

Anth. I have heard 

Your Grace hath tanc great pames to quahfie 
Hisrkorous courfe ; but fince he ftands obdurate. 

And that no Iawfull meanes can carry me . 

Out ofhis envies reach, I do oppofe 
Mv patience to his furyjand an arm d 
To fuffer with a quietneffe of fpirit. 

The very tyranny and rage or his . ^ 

Dnkf. Go one and call the Jew into the Court. 

Salerto. He is ready at the dore,he comes my Lord* 
Enter Shjlocke, » 

Duke . Make roome,and let him ftand before our face. 
Shjlocte , the world thinks, and I thinke fo to. 

That thou but lead’d this faffiion of thy malice. 

To the laft houre of a<ft,and then tis thought 
Thouw’lt fhew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrangc, 
Than is thy ftrangc apparant cruelty ; 

And where thou now exaefts the penalty, 

Which is a pound of this poore Merchants fleflb, 

Thou wilt not oncly loofc the forfeiture, 

But touch t with humane gcntleneffe and love, 

Fovgive a moytie of the principall, 

Glauncing an eye of pitty on his Ioffes, 

That have of Utc fo hudled on his backe. 

Enow to prefle a royall Merchant down ; 

And pluck commiferation ofhis ftate, 

Frombraffie bofomes,and rough hearts of flint. 

From ftubbornc Turkes,ahd Tartars never train’d 
To Offices of tender curtefie ; 

We all expeift a gentle anfwer Jew. 

lew. I have pofleft your Grace of what I purpofe. 
And by our holy SabbaothhaveF fworne 
T© have the due and forfeit of my Bond, 

G a 
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If yon deny it, let the danger light 
V pon your Charter,and your Cities freedom?, 

Ycu’l ask e me why I rather chufe to have 
A weight ot Carrion flcfh,then to receive 
Three thoufand Ducats : lie not anfwer that, 

But fay it is my humour, is it anfwercd ? 

W hat if my houfe be troubled with a Rat, 

And i be pleafd to give ten thoufand Ducats 
To have it baind ? what, are yonhnfwerd yet ? 1; 
Some men there are love not a gaping Pig : 

Some that are mad if they behbfd a Cat ; 

And others, when the Bagpipe lings ithnofe. 

Cannot contain their Vrine fbrsfLdhcn. 

Matters of paflion fwayes it to the mood 
Of what it likes ot loathes, now for your anftver ; - 
As there i$ no firme reafon to berdn'dred 
W hy he cannot abide a gaping 1 a 
, W hy he a harmeitfle neceflary Cat 
W hy he a woollen bagpipe •• but of f< 

Mott y field to fuch inevitable ttiame, 

As to offend himfclfe being 'offended 
So can I give no reafon, nor I will not. 

More then a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathi 
1 bcare Anthemo i that I follow thus 
A loofing fute againft him : are you answered ? 

Bajf. This is nb anfwer thou unfeeling man. 

To excufe the currant of thy cruelty. 

lew. I am not bound to pleafe thee with 
"Bajf. Do all men kill the things they do not 
lew. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 
Bajf. Every off.nce is not a taste at firft ? 

I'ew.W hat would A thou have a Serpent fling thee 
Anth. I pray you think you 
You may as well goftand upon the 
And bid the maine fluod bate his u 

may as well life qUeftton with the Wonlfe, 
Why he hath made the Ewe bleat for the Lambe 
You may as well forbid the mountains of Pmes 
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hieh tops^and to make no noifr, 

T °r S f hev are ttetten with the gufts cf heaven : 

5’ bCn viwelldoany thirgmoft hard . 

fofren that then which what’s harder; , v 
A S - f k ifh heart ? therefore I dobcfeech you 
Makenomore t ffcrs.ufe no farther meanes, 

S all brief e and plamc convtn ryncy 
T ! me have Judgement, and the lew his will 

For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix. 
jjj’ if every Ducat in lilt thoufand Ducats 

Were in fix parts,and every part a Ducat, 

iwruM not draw them,!; would have my Bond. 

Duke How fhalt thv.u hope for mercy rendring none? 
Jew , w hat judgement fhall I dread doing no 
You have among you many;a purchaftflave, 

Which like > our Affes,and your D«gs and h 
You ufc in abjtft and in fk v dh parts, 

Becaufe you bought thero,fhall 1 fay to you. 

Let them be free, marry them to your heircs , 

Why fweat they under. burthens?let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their pallats 
Be feafon’d with fuch viands.-you will anfwer. 

The {laves are ours.fo do I anfwer you : 

The pound of flefh which I demaund of b 
Is decrely bought, as mine^nd I willhav- 
If you deny me, fie upon your Law, 

There is no force in the Decrees of V> 

I ftand for jut gement.anfwer fhall I 
Dak. Upon my power I may difir 
Unleffe Beltane a leamedDodtor 
Whom I have fent for to determint 
Come here to day ? 

Sal. My Lord, here ftayes without 
A meffenger with letters from the Doftor, 

Ntw come from Tad ft a. 

T>nke. Bring us the Letters. Call theMefleng’er. 

Bajf. Good cheere Anthonie : what man.ccurage yet i 
Tht Jew fhall have my flefb*Uood, bones and alf, 
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Ere thou (halt lofe for me one drop of hloud 
*s4»th. I am a tainted Weather ofthc flockc 
Meetcft for death.the wcakeft kinds offruit * 

Drops earlieft to the grounded fo let me - * 

You cannot better be imploy’d ,Bafauio, 

T hen to live ftill and write mine Epitaph ? 

£nter T(errijfa. 

Duke. Came you from Taduaftom Bellario ? 

2{er. From both : my L. Bellario greets your Grar* 
Baf , Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that Bankrout there 
Grat. Not on thy foule : but on thy foule harfh Jew 
Thou mak ft thy knife keene : but no mettle can, 

No, not the hangmans axe beare halfe the keennefle 
Of thy (harp envie : can no prayers pearce thee ? 
lew. No,none that thpu haft wit enough to make. 
Gr at. O be tnou damn’d, inexecrable dog, 

And for thy life let j uftice be accufd ; 

Thoualmoft mak’ft me waver in my ftith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagorat, 

Thatfoulcs of Animals infufe themfclves 
Into the trunks of men : Thy currifh (pirit 
Govern’d a W ©olfe,who bang’d for humane (laughter. 
Even from thegallowes did his fell foule fleet. 

And whiled thou layeft in thy unhallowed damme ; 
Infufd it felfe in thee : for thy defires 
Are woolvifh,bloody,ftarv’d,and ravenous. 

* ew ; Til1 thou canft raile the fealc from off my Bond, 
Thou but offendft thy lungs to fpeake fo loud : 

Repaid thy wit good youth,or it will fall 
To curelefle mine. I fland for Law. 

Duke . This letter from B ellarit doth commend 
A young and learned Doftor to our Court .• 

Where is he? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your anfwer whether youle admit him.’ 
‘Duke. With all my heart: fome three or fbure of you 
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Cn g \ vc him cutteous conduct to this place, 
Meanetuae the Court fhall heare 'Bellario' s Letter, 




Your Grace (hall underftand, that at the rcceit of your Letter, I 
am very ficke.but in the inflant that your meflenger came, inlo- 
ving vifitation was with me a yong Dodtor of Rome y his name is 
Balthefar : I acquainted him with the caufe in controverfie be- 
tvreen the /«vand Autbonio the Merchant; we turned ore many 
books together, he is furnifhed with my opinion, which bettered 
with his own learning, the greatsftffc whereof I cannot enough 
commend, comes with him at my importunity , to fill up your 
Graces requeft in my (lead. I befeech you let his lack of yeares be 
no impediment to let him lack a reverend eftimation, for I never 
knew fo young a body with fo old a head : I leave him to your 
Gracious acceptance, whole tryall fhall better publilh his com- 
mendation. 

Enter Portia for Balthazar. 

‘Duke. You heare the team’d Bellario what he writes. 

And here I take it is the Do&or come. 

Give me your hand.come you from old Bellario l 

Por. I did my Lord. 

Duke. You are welcome,take your place s 
Are you acquinted with the difference. 

That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ? 

Por, I am enformed throughly of the caufe. 

Which is the Merchant here ?'and which the lew ? 

Duke. Anthonio,and old Shjlocke, both ftand forth. 

Tor. Is your name Shylocke ? 

lew. Shylocke is my name. 

Por. Of a ftrange nature is the fate you follow. 

Yet in (uch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne you as you do proceed. 

You ftand within his danger,do you not ? 

tAnt. I,fohefayes. 

P or. Do you confeffe the Bond ? 

An, I do, 

P or. Then muft the Jew be mercifull. 

Shj, On what compulfion muft I, tell me that? 

r P*r. Th 





w.-Avy: 
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Por. The qualitic of mercy is not ftraiod, 
It droppeth as the gentle raine From heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice blcft, 

Ic blcffcth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tis mighticftin the mighTieft,it becomes 



His fee peer {heWes the force of temporal! power^ 

The attribute to a fre and maj’eftie. 

Wherein doth fit the dread and feare of Kings : 

Bat mercy is above this feeptred fway, 

It is enthroned iff the hearts of Kings, 

It is iff attribute to God himfelfc ; 

And earthly power doth then drew likeft gods, 
When mercy feafons j'ufiice : therefore Jew, 

Though juftiee be thy plea, confider this, 

Thac in the courfeof juftiee none of us 
Should fee falvation : we do pray for morcy, 

And that fame prayer, doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much 
To mittigatc the jaftide'of thy plea, 

Which if thou folio w,this ftrift Court of V wide 
Mali: needs give fentence’gainft the Merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head,! crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeitoffhy Bond: 

Tor. Is he not able to difeharge the money ? 

Bajf. Yes, here I tender it'for him in the Court, 

Y ca, twice the fumme ; if that will not linfice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times ore 
On forfeit on my hands,my head, my heart; 

If this will not furficepc thuft appfarc 

That malice bcares down truth* And I befeech you 

Wreft once the-Law to your authority, 

To do a great right. do a little wrong, 

And curbe this cruell Devill of his will. 

Por. It mu ft not be, there Is no powerin Venice 
Can alter a Decree eftablilhed : 

’Twillhc recorded for a precedent, 

And many an errour by'the fame example 



U itt JJIIIIII" . '-tv r 
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Will rufh into theftire,K cannot be. , 

W cL - A Taniel come to judgement : yea * 

0 wife young Judge, how I do honour thee. 

Por. I pray you let me looke upon the Bond • . 

Shy Here ’tis mod reverend Do&or,here it is; 
p or ' Shocks, there’s thrice thy money offer’d thee. 
Shi. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven. 

Shall I lay perjury upon my foule ? 

No , not for Venice. 

^Por* Why this Bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by this the jew may claims 
A pound of flefh,tobe by him cut off, 

Neereft the Merchants heart : be mercifull ■ 

Take thnee thy money, bid me tearc the Bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Judge, 

You know the law,your expofitioa 

Hath been moft found : I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you are a well deferring Filler, 

Proceed to judgement : by my foule I fweare. 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me, I ftay here on my Bond. 

tAru. Moft heartily I do befeech the Court 
To give the judgement. 

Por, Why than thus it is, . 

You nauft prepare your bofome for his knife* 

Shy. O noble judge, O excellent young man. 

For, Tor the intent and purpofe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeare th due uppn the Bond, 

lew. Tis very true : O wife and upright j’udge. 

How much more elder art thou then thy looks ? 

'Por. Therefore lay bare your bofome. 
lew. I, his bread, 

Sofayes the Bond,doth it not noble j’udge ? 

Neereft his heart, thofe are the very words. 

Per. it is fo,are there ballanee here to weigh the flefti ? 
lew. I have them ready. 
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Por. Hive by fome Surgeon Shilocke on your charge, 
To ftop his wound$,left he do bleed to death. 

Jew. Is it fo nominated in the Bond ? 

Por. It is notfo expreftjbut what ofthat? 

Twere good you do fo much for charity. 
lew. I cannot finde it,tisuot in the Bond. 

Por. You Merchant, have you any thing to fay ? 

*Ant. But little ; I am arm’d and well prepar’d; 

Give me your hand Bajfanio.f. are you well, 

Greeve not that I am false to this for you : 

For herein Fortune flvowes her felfe more kind 

Then is her cuftome : it is ftill her ufe 

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow. 

An age of poverty : from which lingring pennancc 
Of fuch mifery doth fhe cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife. 

Tell her the procefle of Anthonio’s end. 

Say how I lov’d you, (peak me faire in death : 

And when the Tale is told, bid her be judge. 

Whether Bajftnio had not once a Love : 

Repent but you that you fhall loofe your friend. 

And he repents not that he payes your debt : 

For if the lew do cut but deep enough. 

He pay it iaftantly with all my heart. 

Baf. lAnthonioylzm married to a wife; 

W hich is as decre to me as life it felfe, 

But life it felfe, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me efteem’d above thy life. 

I would lofe all,I,facrifize them all 
Here to this Dmll,to deliver you. 

Por. Your -wife would give you little thanks for that; 
If fhe were by to heare you nsfke the offer. 

<y*v*. I have a wife, who I proteft I love, 

I would fhe were in heave D,fo fhe could 
Intreat/ome power to change this cuirifhjew*. 

Ner. Tis well you offer it behind her back. 

The wifh would make elfe an unquiet houfc 
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is, I have a daughter, 
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Chriftian. 
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//w.Thefe be theChriftian 
Would any of the ftocke of 
Had been her husband.rathcr then a 
We trifle time,I pray thee purfue fentence. 

Por. A pound ofthat fame Merchants 
The Court awards it, and the law dc 
Jew. Moft rightful] Judge. 

<Por. And you muft cut this flelh from 
The law alowes it, and the Court awards it. 

jew. Moft learned judge* fentence , come prepare, 
for. Tarry a little, there is fome thing elfe. 

This Bond doth give thee here no jot of bloud. 

The words exprefly are a pound of flelh : 

Take then thy Bond, take thou thy pound of flefli* 

But in the cutting it, if thou doeft fhed 
One drop of Chriftian bloud, thy lands 1 
Are by the Lawcs of Venice coi 
Unto the State of Venice. 

Gr«t. O upright Judge, 

Marke jew.O learned Judge. 

Sbj. Is that the Law? 

For. Thy felfe fhalt fee the A< 

For as thou urgeft j'uflice,be aflur’c 
Thou (halt have jufticc more then 
Gm. O learned j'udge,marke Jew, a i 
lew. I take his offer then, pay the bt_ 

And let the Chriftian go. 

B*ff. Here is the money. 

Por. Soft, the lew fhall have all j*uftice,(oft no 1 
He fhall have nothing but the penalty. 

Qrat. O Ie w,an upright Iudge,a learned Iidge. 

Per. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefli. 

Shed thou no bloud, nor cut thou lefle nor more, 

But juft a pound of flefli: if thou tak’ft more. 

Or lefle then a juft pound, be it but fo much 
As makes it light or heavie in the fu'oftancc. 

Or the divifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poore £cruplc,nay if the fcale doturne 
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But in the eftimationofa haire, N 

Thou dyeft,and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Grat. A Second Daniel Daniel : 

Now Infidell I have you on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the lew panfe, take thy forfeiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal!, and let the go. 

Bajf. I have it ready for thee, here it is* 

Per. He hath refafditinthe open Court, 

He fhall have mecrely /office and 1 his Band . 

Grat. A Daniel frill lay I,a Second 'Daniel, 
Ithankethee lew for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal! ? 

Per , Thou fhalthave nothing but the forfeiture 
To be So taken at thy pcrill Tew. 

Shy. W hy then the Devlfpgive him good of it ? 

He fray no longer queftibn. 

Por, Tarry lew. 

The Law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enafted in the Lawes of Venice, 

If is be prooved againft an alien, 

That by diredl, or indirect attempts 
He Seek the life of any Citizen, 

The party ’gainft the which he doth contrive. 

Shall ftaze on halfe his goods, the other halfe 
Comes to the privie Cbflfef oft he State, 

And the offenders life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke onely , ’gainft all other voyce. 

In which predicament I lay thou ftandft : 

For it appeares by manifefr proceeding, 

That indirc<3y,and diredly too , 

T hou ha ft contrived againft the very life 
OS the defendant : and thou haft incurr’d 
The danger fbrraerly by me rehearft. 

Downc therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou maift have leave to hang thy felfe, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the State, 

T hou haft not left th e value of a cord. 

Therefore thou muftbehang’d at the States charge. , 
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(T)u l, -That tbcufbalt fee the difference of our fpkit 
Ipa ;doatetbyfeW««h™«‘f; i[1 

"Cr halfe thy wealth it is idnthonto s y 
The other halfe comes to the generall State, 

Which humbleneffc may drive unto a fine. 

Por I for the State, not for Anthomo. 

Shi Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, 

Youtake my houfe.when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe : youtakemy life 
When you do take the meanes whereby I lftfb. 
for. What mercy can you render him Anthomo f 
Grat A halter nothing elfe for Gods lake. 
tAnth. Sopleafe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 

I am content : fo he will let me have 
The other halfe in ufe,to render it 
Upon his death unto the Gentleman 

That latelv ftole his daughter. 

Two things providedmore,that for this favour 
He ptefeutiy become a Chriftian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift 
Hete in the Court, of all he dies poffeft. 

Unto his fonne Lorenzo and his daughter . 

‘Duke. He fhall do this, or elfe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

•Por. Art thou contented Jew ? what doft thou fay ? 

Shy I am content. 

for. Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence, 

I am not we ll, lend the deed after me, 

And I will figne it. 

\ Duke. Get thee gent, but do it. 

< Grat . In chrifining fha't thou have two Godfathers, 

Had 1 been judge, thou ftouldft have had ten mo- e, 

To bring thee to the ga'lo w cs,not to the Font. Exit. 

1 Duke. Sir I intreat you home with me to dinner. 

I Per. I humbly do defife vour Graces pardon, 

I muft away this night toward Padm, 

H 3 
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And it is meet I prcfently let forth. 

Duke. I am forry that your leifure ferves you not. 
Anthonio&tmfiz this Gentleman? 

For in my mind you are much bound to him. 

Exit Duke and hie traine. 
Ba(f. Mod worthy Gentleman, T and my friend 
Have by your wifedome been this day acquitted 
Of grievovspetaaltiesjin lieu whereof. 

Three thoufand Ducats due unco the lew, 

W e freely cope your courtious paines withall. 

•Ant. And fraud indebted over and above 
In love and fcrvice to you ever- more . 

Par. He is well paid that is well facisficd, 

And I delivering you,am fatisfied. 

And therein do account my felfe well paid? 

My minde was never yet more mercinary. 

I pray you know me when we nseetsgaine, 1 
I wifri you wcll,and fo I take my leave. 

"Buff. Deere fir.of force I muft attempt you further, 
Take lome remembrance of us as a tribute. 

Not as fee : grant me two things I prayyou. 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Per. You prefle me farre, and therefore I will yeeld; 
Give meyour Gloves,IIe weare them for your lake. 

And for your love He take this Ring from you. 

Do not draw back your hand, He take no more. 

And you in love ftiall not deny me this. 

"Bajf. This Ring good fir, alas it is a trifle, 

I will not fhame my felfe to give you this. 

Par. I will have nothing elfe but onely this,* 

And now me thinke6 1 have a mind to it. 

Bajf. There’s m ore depends on this then on 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it out by proclamation, 

Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 

Par. I fee fir you arc liberall in ofiers. 

You taught me firft to beg,and now me 
Y ou teach me how a begger fhould be anfwered. 

4*6 
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fa? Good fir, this Ring was given me by my wife. 

And when foe put it cn.fhe mademe vow, # 

That I fhculd neither fell, nor give, nor loofe it. 

For That feufe ferves many men to fave their gift?. 
And if’vour wife be not a mad woman. 

And knew how well I have deferv’d this Ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, - 

For giving it to me : well, peace be with you. Exeunt. 

Anth. My L. ’Bajfxniojct him have the Ring, 

Let bisdefervingsand my love witball 
Be valued ’gainft your wives commandement. 

Balf. Go Gratiano, tunne and over-take him, 

Givehim the Ring, and bring him if thou can ft 

Unto Anthonie's houfe, away, make haft. Extt Grattano. 

Cotne,youand I will thither prefently. 

And in the morning early will we both 

Flie toward Belmont ^ovat Anthonio . Exeunt. 



Edter Nerrijfa. 

Per. Enquire the Iewes houfe out, give him this deed. 

And let him figne it,wee’l away to night. 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter gratiano. 

Grat. Faire fir, you are well ore-taae : 

My Lord Bajfania upon more advice, 

Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 
Yeur company at ditmer. 

For. That cannot oe j 
His Ring I do accept moft thankfully. 

And fo I pray you tell him : furthermore, 

I pray you (hew my youth old Shy locks houfe. 

Grat. That will Ido. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you ? 

He fee if I can get my husbands Ring, 

Which I did make him fryeate to keep for ever. 

Per.Thm 




IV.Thou maift I warrantee tell have old fwearing 
That they did give the Rings a way to men ; 

Bat wee! out-face t-hem ; and out-fweare them to : 
Away,makehafte,thou knoweft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come good fir, will you fhew me to this houfe. 

Enter Lorenz,* and Ieffka. (Exeunt,* 

Lor. The Moone flaines bright. In (uch a night as this, 
When the fweet wind did gently f«ff« the trees, 

And they did make no noyfe,in fuch a night 
Troy las me thinks mounted the Trojan walls. 

And figh’d his foule toward tbs Grecian tents , 

Where Creffedhythit night. 

Ieffi . In luch a night 

Did Thitbie fcarefully ore-trip the dew. 

And faw the Lyons /hadow ere himfelfe, 

And ranne diftnayed away. 

Loren. In filth a night . ' 

Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and wither Love 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Ieffi. Inrfuch a night 
Medea gathered the inchantedhearbi 
That did renew old Efon. 

Loren. In fuch a night 1 
Did Iejfica fteale from the wealthy le w, 

And with an unthrife Love did ruhne from Venice t 
As fine as ’Belmont. 

Ieffi. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fwear c he iovld her well. 

Stealing her foule w ith many vowes of faitb^ 

And nerc a true one. 

Loren. In Inch a night 
Did pretty leffsca ( like a little Arrow ) 

Slander her Love.and he iasgavvk her. 

Ieffi. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 

But harke,I hearc the footing of a man. 

Enter a Mejfenger . 

Loren. W ho comes fo faft in filence of the night ? 

Jl/ejfeih A 
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p Meflen. A friend. 

J Loren.K friend,what friend, your name I pray you friend ? 

(jHef Stephans is my name, and I bring word 
My Miftrefle will before the breake of day 
Be here at Belmont-ffsxe. doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where flic kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock poures. 

Loren. W ho copies with her ? 

Mejf. None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you is my Matter yet returnd ? > 

• Loren. He is not,nor we have not heard from hitr-j 
But go we in I pray thee Ieffica, 

And ceremonioufly let us prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftrcs ofthe houie. Enter Clowns, 

flown. Sola, fola, wo ha, ho fola,foIa. 

Loren. Who calls ? 

• Clown. Sola, did you fee M.Lorenz,oy\\\<\lA.Lore»z,o l fola, fola. 
ZwmLeave hollowing man,beere. 

C7<w».Sola, where, where ? 

Lorin. Heerc. 

Clown. Tell- him there's a Pott come from my Matter, with his 
home full of good newes, my Matter will be here ere morning 
fvreet foule. 

Loren. Let’s in,and there expettt their comming. 

And yet no matter ; why fliould we goin? 

My friend Stephen t dgnike I pray you 
Within the houlc,your Miftres is at hand, 

And bring your mulique fborth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moon-ligiit fleeps upon this banke, 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepein ourearesioft ftilnefle,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit Ieffita,loake how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 

There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft, 

But in his motion like an Angel fings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubins j 
5>«ch harmony is in immortall foules, 

I 
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But whilft tliis muddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe it in, we cannot heare it : 

Come hoe, and wake ‘Diana with a himne, 

With fwecteft tutches pearcc yeur Miftres eare, 

And draw her heme with Mufique. Play Mxfaue, 
Jeffu J am never merry when I heare fweet Mufique. 
Loren. The rcafon is, your fpirits are attentive : 

For do but note a wilde and wanton heard. 

Or race of youthfull and unhandled Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 

W hich is the hote condition of their bloud, 

] f they but heare perchance a trumpet found. 

Or any ayre of mufique touch their eares. 

You {hall perceave them make a mutual! ltand. 

Their favage eyes turn’d to a mode ft gaze, 

By the fweet power of Mufique : therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods; 
Since naught fo ftockifh hard and full ofrage, 

But mufique for the time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no mufique in htmieUe, 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of fweet founds, • 

Is fit for treaf’ons,ftratagems,and fpoiles. 

The motions of hislpiric are dull as nigot. 

And his affedions darke as Tenebns 

Let no fudi man be trufted : marke the mufique. 

Enter Portia and Nerrtjja, 

7 or. That light we fee is burning in my ball : 

How farre that little candle throwes bis beames: 

So fliines a good deed in a naughty world. «. 

& JWr.When the Moon fhone we did not fee the candle. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dimme the leiie, 

A fubftitute fhines brightly as.a King, 

Untill a king be by, and then his ftate 
Empties it felfe,as doth an inland brooke 
Into the maineof waters s rnufieke harke. 

Tier. It is.your muficke Madame of the heufe. 
per. Nothing is good I fee without icfpect. 

Me thinks it founds much Tweeter then by day. 
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Pier. Silence beftowes that vertue on it Madam. 

Por. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larke, 
When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if fhe fhould fing by day. 

When every Goofe is cackling,would be thought 
No better a Mufician then the Renne. 

How many things by feafon,feafon’d arc 
To the right praife,and true perfedion : 

Peace, how the Moene fleeps with Endimion, 

And would not be a wak’d . 

Loren. That is the voyce. 

Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoe. 
By the bad voyce. 

Loren. Deere Lady welcome home. 

Por . We have been praying for our husbands welfare*' 
Which fpeed we hope the better for our words : 

. Are they return’d? 

Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a Meflcnger bef ore, 

/ To fignifie their comming. 

P or. Go in Nerrijfa, 

Give order to my fervants,that they take 
No note at all of our being abfeat hence. 

Nor you Lorenzo, lejfica nor you. 

Loren. Your husband is at hand, I heare his trumpet, 
Weareno tell-tales Madam, feare you^not. 

Par. This night me thinks is but the day light ficke, 

It lookes a little paler, tis a day. 

Such as the day is when the Sunne is hid. 

Enter'Ba^anioytMnthonioyGratiano.and their 
followers. 

Baf. We fhould hold day with the Antipodes , 

Ifyou would walke in abfence of the Sunne. 

tor. Let me give light,but let me not be light. 

For a light wife doth make a heavie husband. 

And never be Bajfanig fo for me. 

But God fort all : you arc welcome home my Lord, 
i - I a 
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Baft. I thank you Madam, give welcome to my friend, 
This is the man,this is ntkonio , 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. . 

Per. You fhould in allfenfc be much bound toJhim, 
For as I heare he was much bound for you. 

A»tb. No more then lam well acquitted of. 

For. Sir,you arc veryVelcome to our houle ; 

It mud appearc in other wayes then words. 

Therefore I fcanttbisbrcachingcomtefie. 

Grat , By yonder moone I fwearc you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gave it to the Judges Clarke, 

Would he .vere gelt that had it for my part. 

Since you do take it Love fo much at heart. 

'Tor. A quarrcll hoe already, what’s the matter ? 

grat. About a hoope'of gold, a paltry Ring 
That fhe did give me, whole pjfie was, 

■For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Upon a knife, Love me^atid leave me rot. 

Ner.W hat talke you of tire pofie or the value •• 

You fwore to me when I did give it you. 

That you would wcareit till your houre of death. 

And that it fhould lie with you in your grave. 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oathes. 

You fhould have been rcfpedive,and have kept it. 

Gave it a Judges Clarke : no god’s my judge. 

The Clarke will nere weare haire on’s face that had it. 

Grat. He will, and if he live to be a man. 

Nerrifa. I, if a woman live to be a man. 

Grat .Now by this band I gave itto a youth. 



A kind of boy, a little ferubbed boy, 

No higher then thy feife,the Judges Clarke, 

A prating boy that begg’d it as a fee, 

T could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blatne,I muft be plain with you. 
To part fo (lightly with yoar wives fir ft gift, 

A thing ftuck on with oathes upon your finger, 

And fo riveted with faith uato your flefh. 

I gave my Love a Rjng,and made him fwearc 
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Never to part with itjand here he Hands, 

I dare befworne for him he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, f6r the wealth 
1 bat the world Matters. Now in faith Gratiano , 
You give your wife too unkind acaufe of griefe, 
And ’twere to me I fhould be mad at it. 

r Sd. Why I were beft to cut my left hand off. 
And fwearc I loft the Ring defending it. 

Grat. My Lord Baftanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg’d it, and indeed 
D e fer v’d it to : and then the boy his Clarke 
That tooke fome pains in writing,he begg’d mine, 
And neither man nor mafter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you receiv’d of me. 

Baft Hi could adde a lie unto a faul t, 

I would deny it : but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring upon if, it is gone. 

Por. Even fo voyd is your falfe heart of truth. 

By heaveu I will nere come in your bed 
Untill I fee the Ring? 

Ner. Nor 1 in yours 
Till! againe fee mine. 

Baft Sweet Portia , 

If you did know to whom T gave the Ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave-the Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 

And how unwillingly I left tfti Ring, 

W hen naught would be accepted but the Ring, 

Y cu would abate the ftrength of your difplealure. 

Tor. If you had knowne the venue oi the Ring, 
Or halfe her worthineffe that gave the Ring, 

Or year own honour to containe the Ring, 

You would not then have parted with the Ring : 
W hat man is there fo much unreafonable, 

If you had pleafd to have defended it 

of zeale , -wanted the modefty 

I 3 
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To urge the thing held as a ceremony : 

T^errijfa teaches me what tobeleeve, 
lie die for’e.but fome woman had the Ring. 

TajJ. No by my honour Madam, by my foule 
No woman had it, but a Civill Doctor, 

Which did refufe three thoufand Ducats of me. 

And begg’d the Ring, the which I did denie him, 
And fuffered him to go difpleafd away, 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my deere friend.What fhould I lay fweet Lady, 



I was inforc’d to fend it after him, 

I was befet with lhame and courtefie. 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much befmcre it : pardon me good Lady, 

For by thcfe bldfed candles of the night. 

Had you been there, I thinke you would have begg’d 
The Ring ©fine to give the worthy Dottor. 

For. I et not that Doft or ere come nere my houfe. 

Since he hath got the jewell that I loved, 

And that which you did fwcare to keepe for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 

He not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed : 

Know him I lhall,Iam well lure of it. 

Lie net a night from home. W atch me like 
If you do n©t,if I be left alone, 

Now by mine honour. Which isyet mine owne, 
lie have that Dottor for my bedfellow. 

AfoVAnd I his Clarke : therefore be well advifd. 

How you do leave me to mine owne protection. 

Gra. W ell, do you fo : let not me take him then. 

For if I do, lie marre the young Clarks Pen. 

osfutb. I am the unhappy fnbjcCt of thefe quarrels. 

For. Sir,grive not you, you are welcome not withftanding. 

Bajf. Portia , forgive me this enforced wrong. 

And in the hearing of thefe many friends 
I fvvesrc to thee, even by thine own fairc eyes, 

Wherein 1 fee my felfe 
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Ar.Markeyou but that; 

In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelfe s 
la each eye one,fweare by ycur double felfe. 

And there’s an oath oferedir. 

Bajf. May, but hcare me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my foule I fwcare 
I never more will brtake an oath with thee. 

f/imh.l once did Iced my body for his wealth. 
Which but for him that had your husbands Ring, 

Had quite inifcariied. I dare be bound agaiue. 

My foule upon the ferfeit,that your Lord 
Will never more breake faith advifedly. 

for. Then you fhall be his furety : give him this, 

And bid him keep it better then the other. 

Antb. Here Lord 'Bajptmofwcite to keep this Ring. 
Baf By heaven it is the fame I gave the Dodtor. 
for. I had it of him : pardon me Baffanio , 

For by this Ring the Dodtor lay with me. 

Mr. And pardon me ray gentle Gratiano, 

For that lame ferubbed boy the Doflors Clarke, , 

In lieu of this,laft night did lie with me. 

gm. W by , this is like the mending of highwayes 
In Sctmner, where the wayes are faire enough. 

What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deferv’d it? 

for. Speakenot fo grofly,you are all amaz’d j 
Here is a Letter,reade it ar your leafure. 

It comes from Padua from Ticllario, 

There you fhall find that Portia was the Do&or, 

Ntrrijfg there he r Clarke. Lorenzo here 
Shall witnefle I fet forth as fboneasyou. 

And even but now returnd : I have not yet 
ntred my heufe. Anthonio you are welcome, 

And I have better newes in ftore for you. 

Then youexpedl : unfeafe this letter loone, 

There you fhall find three of your Argofies, 

Are richly come to harbour fodainly. 

•<^ct o n '^r £t fc r ta ' ft, " 6 " ccW '"' 
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aAnth. I atn dumb. 

Bajf. vV ere you the Doctor, and I knewyou not ? 

9 ra .W ere you the Clark that is to make me cuckold?, 
Ner. I but the Clarke that never meanes to do it, . 
Unlefle he live untill he be a man, 

' Bajf , 1 (Sweet D oft or ) you fhallbe my bedfellow, 
When I am abfent,thenlie with my wife. 

s/f».(Swcet Lady)you have given me life and living ; 
For here I reade for certaine that my (hips 
Are fafely come to Rode. 

I 3 or. How now Lorenzo ? 

My Clarke hath feme good comforts tb for you. 

Ner. T,and lie give them him without a fee. 

There do I give to you and I ejjica , 

From the rich Jew,afpeciall deed of gift 
After his death,of all he dies poffeft of. 

Loren.Vwc Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

Por. It is almoft morning, 

And yeti am lure yon are not fatisfied . 

Of thelc events at full. Let Us go in, 

And charge us there upon inter gatories, 

And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Grat. T et it be fo,the firft intergatory 
That my Nerrijfa fhall be fworne on, is, 

Whether till the next night (he had rather ftay, 

Or go to bed now,being two houres to day : 

But were the day come,I fhould wifhitdarke 
Till I were couching with the Doftors Clarke. 

Well, while I live,Ile feare noother thing 
So fore,as keeping fafe Nerrijfa s Ring, 
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